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THE WHITE PROPHET 


BOOK T HREE — Continued 

THE LIGHT OF THE WORLD 

CHAPTER XI 

Wheh Helena awoke next morning she was immediately 
conscious of a great commotion both ^^ithin and mth- 
out the house. After a moment Zenoba came into the 
bedroom and began to tell her tv hat had happened. 

Have you not heard, O Rani ? ” said the Arab 
woman, in her oily voice. Ho ? You sleep so late, 
do you ? Wlien everybody is up and doing, too ! Well, 
the Master has news that the great Bedouin is at 
Omdurman and he is sending the people down to the 
river to bring him up. The stranger is to be received 
in the mosque, I may tell you. Yes, indeed, in the 
mosque, although he is English and a Christian.” 

Then Ayesha came skipping into the room in wild 
excitement. 

Rani ! Rani ! ” she cried. ‘‘ Get up and come 
with us. We are going now — ^this minute — everybody.” 

Helena excused herseK ; she felt unwell and would 
stay in bed that day ; so the child and the nurse went 
off without her. 

Yet left alone she could not rest. The feverish un» 
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certainty of tlie niglit before returned wibb redoubled 
force, and after a wiiile she felt compelled to rise. 

Going into the guest-room sbe found the bouse empty 
and tbe camp in front of it deserted. Sbe was stand- 
ing by tbe door, hardly knowing what to do, when tbe 
strange sound which sbe bad heard on tbe night of tbe 
betrothal came from a distance. 

Lu-lu4u-u-u I ” 

It was the zagbareet, the women’s cry of joy, and it 
u'as mingled with tbe louder shouts of men. Tbe 
stranger was coming 1 tbe people were bringing him on. 

would be be ? Helena’s anxiety was almost more 
than her brain and nerves could bear. Sbe strained 
her eyes in tbe direction of tbe jetty, past tbe Abbas 
Barracks and tbe Mongers Tort. 

Tbe moments passed bke hours, but at length tbe 
crowd appeared. At first sight it looked like a forest 
of small trees approaching. Tbe forest seemed to sway 
and to send out monotonous sounds as if moved by a 
moaning wind. But looking again, Helena saw what 
was happening — tbe people were carrying green palm 
branches and strewing them on tbe yellow sand in 
front of tbe great stranger. 

He was riding on a white camel, Isbmael’s camel, 
and Isbmael was riding beside Mm. Long before be 
came near to her, Helena saw him, straining her sight 
to do so. He was wearing the ample robes of a Bedouin, 
and Ms face was almost bidden by tbe sweeping shawl 
wHcb covered Ms bead and neck. 

But it was he ! It was Gordon 1 Helena could not 
mistake Mm. One glance was enough. Without look- 
ing a second time sbe ran back to her bedroom and 
covered her eyes and ears. 
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For a time the voices of the people followed her 
through the deadening walls. 

Lu4U“U-u ! ” cried the Tvomen. 

“ La ilaha illa-Uah ! La ilaha illa-Uah ! ” shouted 
the men. 

But after a while the muffled sounds died awa}^, and 
Helena knew that the great company had passed on to 
the mosque. It was like a dream, a mirage of the mind. 
It had come and it was gone, and in the dazed condition 
of her senses she could almost persuade herself that she 
had imagined everytliing. 

Her impatience would not permit her to remain in 
the house. She, too, must go to the mosque, although 
she had never been there before. So putting on her 
Indian veil she set out hurriedly. When she came to 
herself again she was in the gallery, people w^ere making 
w’^ay for her, and she was dropping into a place. Then 
she realised that she was sitting between Zenoba and 
iittle Ayesha. 

The mosque was a large, four-square edifice, Ml of 
columns and arches, and wdth a kind of inner court 
that was open to the sky and had minarets at every 
corner. The gallery looked down on this court, and 
Helena saw below her, half in shadow, half in sunshine, 
the heads of a great concourse of men in turbans, 
tarbooshes, and brown felt skull-caps, al kneeling in 
rows on bright red carpets. In the front row, with 
his face to the Kibleh (the niche towards Mecca), 
Ishmael knelt in his white caftan, and by his side, with 
all eyes upon him, as if every interest centred on that 
spot, knelt the stranger in Bedouin dress. 

■ It was Friday, and prayers were proceeding, now 
surging like the sea, now silent like the desert, sometimes 
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could not disentangle the knot of them. A sense of 
infidelity to Gordon, to the very spirit of love itself, 
brought her for a moment the self-reproach and the 
despair of a woman who has sinned. 

In the midst of her pain she heard the light voices 
of people returning to the house, and at the next moment 
Ayesha and Zenoha came into her room. The child 
was skipping about, full of high spirits, and the Arab 
woman v/as bitterly merry. 

Rani vdll be happy to hear that the Master is 
bringing the stranger home,’’ said Zenoba. 

Helena turned and gazed at the woman mth a stupe- 
fied expression. What she had foreseen as a terrifying 
possibility was about to come to pass ! She opened 
her mouth as if to speak but said nothing. 

Meantime the Arab woman, in a significant tone that 
was meant to cut to the core, went on to say that this 
was the highest honour the Modem could show the 
unbeliever, as well as the greatest trust he could repose 
in him. 

Have you never heard of that in your country, 0 
Rani ? Ho ? It is true, though 1 Quite true ! ” 
People supposed that every Moslem guarded Ms house 
so jealously that no strange man might look upon his 
wife, but among the Arabs of the desert, when a 
traveller, tired and weary, sought food and rest, the 
Sheikh would sometimes send Mm into Ms harem and 
leave Mm there for three days vith full permission to 
do as he thought well. 

'' But he must never wrong that harem, 0 lady ! 
If he does the Arab husband wOl kill him ! Yes, and 
the faitHess uife as well 1 ” 

So violent was the conflict going on within her that 
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Helena hardly heard the woman’s words, though the 
jealous spirit behind them was piercing her heart like 
needles. She became conscious of the great crowd re- 
turning, and it was making the same ululation as 
before, mingled with the same shouts. At the next 
moment there came a knock at the bedroom door and 
Abdullah’s voice, crying — 

‘‘Lady! Lady!” 

Helena reeled a little in rising to reply, and it w’as 
with difficulty that she reached the door. 

“ Master has brought Sheikh Omar Benani back and 
is calling for the lady. What shall I say ? ” 

Helena fumbled the hem of her handkerchief in her 
fingers, as she was wont to do in moments of great 
agitation. She was asking herself wiiat would happen 
if she obeyed Ishmael’s summons. Would Gordon see 
through her motive in being there 7 If so, w^ould he 
betray her to Ishmael ? 

Already she could hear a confused murmur in the 
guest-room, and out of that murmur her memory 
seemed to grasp back, as from a vanishing dream, the 
sound of a voice that had been lost to her. 

She felt as if she w^ere suffocating. Her breathing 
was coming rapidly from the depth of her throat. Yet 
the Arab woman was w^atching her, and wMle a wMrl- 
wind was going on within she had to preserve a com- 
plete tranquillity without. 

“ Say I am coming,” she said. 

The supreme moment had arrived. With a great 
effort she gathered up all her strength, drew her Indian 
shawi over her head in such a w^ay that it partly con- 
cealed her face, and then, pallid, trembling, and with 
downcast eyes she w^alked out of the room. 
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CHAPTER XII 

G0ED02J had that day experienced emotions only less 
poignant than those of Helena. In the early morning, 
after parting mth Osman, the devoted comrade of his 
desert journey, he had encountered the British Sub- 
Governor of Omdurman, a young Captain of Cavalry 
who had once served under himself but now spoke to 
him, in his assumed character as a Bedouin, vith a 
certain air of command. 

This brought him some twinges of wounded pride, 
wiiich were complicated by qualms of conscience, as he 
rode through the streets, past the silversmiths’ shops, 
where grave-looking Arabs sold bracelets and necklets ; 
past the weaving qua,rter, where men and boys were 
industriously driving the shuttle through the strings of 
their flimsy looms ; past the potter’s bazaar and the 
grain market, all so sweet and so free from their former 
smell of sun-dried filth and warm humanity packed 
close together. 

“ Am I coining here to oppose the power that in so 
few years has turned chaos into order ? ” he asked 
himscK, but more personal emotions came later. 

They came in full flood when the ferry steamer, by 
■which he crossed the river, approached the bank on the 
other side, and he saw standing there, near to the spot 
on %vhich the dervishes landed on the black night of 
the fall of Khartoum, a vast crowd of their sons and 
their sons’ sons who were waiting to receive Mm. 

Again came qualms of conscience when out of this 
crowd stepped Ishmael Ameer, who kissed him on both 
cheeks and led him forward to Ms o^vn camel amid the 
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people’s shouts of welcome. Was he, as a British 
soldier, thro’^nng in liis lot ^ith the enemies of his 
country ? As an Englishman and a Christian was he 
siding with the adversaries of religion and civilisation 1 

The journey through the tovm to the mosque, with 
the lu-lu-ing and the throwing of palm branches before 
Ms camel’s feet, w-as less of a triumphal progress than 
an abject penance. He could hardly hold up his head. 
Sight of the bronze and black faces about him, shout- 
ing for him — ^for Mm of another race and creed — ^making 
that act Ms glory wMch had led to Ms crime — tMs iras 
almost more than he could bear. 

But when he reached the mosque ; when he found 
himself, unbeliever though he w^as, kneeling in front of 
the Eibleh ; when Ishmael laid his hand on Ms head and 
called on God to bless Mm, and the people cried with 
one voice, ‘^You are of us and w^e are brothers,” the 
sense of human sympathy swept down every other 
emotion, and he felt as if at any moment he might 
burst into tears. 

And then, when prayers were over and Ishmael 
brought up Ms uncle, and the patriarchal old man, with 
a beard like a flowing fleece, said he w^as to lodge at Ms 
house ; and Anally w^hen Ishmael led Mm home and 
took Mm to Ms own chamber and called to Abdullah to 
set up another angerib, saying they were to sleep in 
the same room, Gordon’s twinges of pride and qualms 
of conscience were swallow^ed up in one great wave of 
human brotherhood. 

But both came back, with a sudden bound, when 
Ishmael began to talk of Ms wife, and sent the 
servant to fetch her. They were sitting in the guest- 
room by tins time, waiting for the lady to come to 
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to avenge, slie would have thought him mad, yet that was 
precisely what Proiddence had permitted to come to pass. 

The sense of her blindness and helplessness in the 
hands of destiny was so painful as to reach the point 
of tears. Whm Gordon spoke in reply to Ishmael’s or 
old Mahmud’s questions the very sound of his voice 
brought memories of their happy days together, and, 
looking back on the past of their lives and tliinking 
where they were now, she wanted to run away and cry. 

AU this time Ishmael saw nothing, for he was talking 
rapturously of the great hope, the great expectation, 
the near approach of the time when the people’s suffer- 
ings would end. A sort of radiance was about him, 
and his face shone with the joy and the majesty of the 
dreamer in the fuU flood of his dream. 

When the meal was over the old man, who had been 
too busy with his food to see anytliing else, \vent ofl 
to his siesta, and then, the dishes being removed and 
the servants gone, Ishmael talked in lower tones of the 
details of his scheme — ^how he was to go into Cairo, in 
advance, in the habit of a Bedouin such as Gordon 
wore, in order to win the confidence of the Eg 3 rptiaii 
Army, so that they should throw dowm the arms w^hich 
no man ought to bear, and thus permit the people of 
the pilgrimage, coming behind, to take possession of the 
cit 3 ?', the citadel, the arsenal, and the engines of ■war, 
in the name of God and His Expected One. 

AH this he poured out in the rapturous language of 
one who saw no impediments, no dangers, no perils 
from chance or treachery, and then, turning to -where 
Helena sat with her face aflame and her eyes cast down, 
he gave her the credit of everything that had been 
thought of, everything that was to be done. 
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Yes, it was (lie Rani who suggested it,” he said, 

and when the triumph of peace is won God \^ili TOite 
it on her forehead.” 

The afternoon had passed by this time, and the sun, 
which had gone far round to the West, was glistening 
like hammered gold along the river, in the line of the 
forts of Omdurman, It was near to the hour for even- 
ing prayers, and Helena was now trembling under a 
new thought — ^the thought that Ishmael would soon be 
called out to speak to the people v/ho gathered in the 
evening in front of the house, and then she and Gordon 
would he left alone. 

IVhen she thought of that she felt a desire which 
she had never felt before and never expected to feel — 
a desire that Ishmael might remain to protect her from 
the shock of the first word that would be spoken when 
he was gone. 

Gordon on his part, too, was feeling a tlirill of the 
heart from his fear of the truth that must fall on him 
the moment he and Helena were left together. 

But Black Zogal came to the open door of the guest- 
room and Ishmael, who was still on the heights of his 
fanatical rapture, rose to go. 

‘‘ Talk to him, Rani ! TeU him everything ! About 
the kufiah you intend to make, and ah the good plans 
you proposed to prevent bloodshed,” 

The two unhappy souls, stiU sitting at the empty 
table, heard his sandalled footsteps pass out behind 
them. 

Then they raised their eyes and for the first time 
looked into each other’s faces. 
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CHAPTER XIII 

Week tkey began to speak it was in scarcely audible 
wMspers. 

Helena ! ” 

Gordon ! ” 

Wby are you here, Helena ? What have you come 
for ? You disliked and distrusted Ishmael Ameer when 
you heard about him first. You used to say you hated 
Mm. What does it all mean ? ” 

Helena did not answer immediately. 

‘‘Tell me, Helena. Don’t let me go on thinking 
these cruel thoughts. Why are you here with Ishmael 
in Khartoum ? ” 

Still Helena did not answer. She was now sitting 
vdtli her eyes down, and her hands tightly folded in her 
lap. There was a moment of silence wliile he waited 
for her to speak, and in that silence there came the 
muffled sound of Ishmael’s voice outside, reciting the 
Eatihah^ — 

Praise be to God, the Lord of all creatures ” 

When the whole body of the people had repeated the 
solemn words there was silence in the guest-room again, 
and, in the same hushed whisper as before, but more 
eagerly, more impetuously, Gordon said — 

“ He says you put tMs scheme into his mind, Helena. 
If so, you must know quite well what it will lead to. 
It viH lead to ruin — ^inevitable ruin; bloodshed — per- 
haps great bloodshed.’^ 

Helena found her voice at last. A spirit of defiance 
took possession of her for a moment, and she said 
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Ho, it will never come to that. It will all end before 
it goes so far.” 

‘‘ You mean that he will be . , . will be tahen ? ” 

“ Yes, he will be taken the moment he sets foot in 
Cairo. Therefore the rest of the plan will never be 
carried out, and consequently there 'will be no blood- 
shed.” 

“ Do you know that, Helena ? ” 

Her lips were compressed ; she made a silent motion 
of her head. 

How do you know it ? ” 

'' I have written to your father.” 

“ You have . . . written ... to my father ? ” 

Yes,” she said, still more firmly. “ He wdll know 
everything before Ishmael arrives, and will act as he 
thinks best.” 

“Helena! Hel 

But he was struck breathless both by what she said 
and by the relentless strength with w^hich she said it. 
There was silence again for some moments, and once 
more the voice of Ishmael came from without — 

“There are three holy books, 0 my brothers — the 
book of Moses and the Hebrew prophets, the book of 
the Gospel of the Lord Jesus, and the plain book of the 
Koran. In the first of these it is written : ‘ I know 
that my Redeemer liveth and that He shall stand at 
the latter day upon the earth.’ ” 

Gordon reached over to w^here Helena sat at the side 
of the table, with her eyes fixed steadfastly before her, 
and toucliing her arm he said in a whisper so low' that 
he seemed to be afraid the very air would hear — 

“ Then . . then .... you are sending him to Ms 
death I ” 
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She slinddered for an instant as if cut to the quick ; 
then she braced herself up. 

Isn’t that SO5 Helena ? Isn’t it; ? ” 

With her lips still firmly compressed she made the 
same silent motion of her head. 

Is that what you came here to do ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ To possess yourself of his secrets and then ? ” 

“ There was no other way ” she answered, biting her 
under-lip. 

“ Helena ! Can it be possible that you have de- 
liberately 

He stopped, as if afraid to utter the word that was 
trembling on his tongue, and then said in a softer 
voice — 

But why, Helena ? Why?” 

The spirit of defiance took possession of her again, and 
she said — 

“ Wasn’t it enough that he came between you and 
me, and that our love ” 

‘‘ Love ! Helena ! Helena ! Can you talk of our 
love here . . . now ? ” 

She dropped her head before Ms flashing eyes, and 
again he reached over to her and said in the same breath- 
less wMsper — 

^‘Is this love . . . for me ... to become the wife 
of another man ? . . . Helena, what are you saying ? ” 

She did not speak; only her hard WatMng told 
how much she suiBEered. 

Then tMnk of the other man ! His wife ! When a 
woman becomes a man’s wife they are one. And to 
marry a man in order to . . . to . . . Oh, it is im- 
possible ! I cannot believe it of you, Helena.” 
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Suddenly, without warning, she burst into tears, for 
something in the tone of his voice rather than the 
strength of his words had made her feel the shame of 
the position she occupied in liis eyes. 

After a moment she recovered herself, and, in wild 
anger at her ovra weakness, she flamed out at him, 
saying that if she was Ishmael’s wfe it was in name 
only, that if she had married Ishmael it was only as a 
matter of form, at best a betrothal, in order to meet his 
ovm wish and to make it possible for her to go on with 
her purpose. 

“ As for love . . . ow love ... it is not I who 
have been false to it. No, never for one single moment 
. . . although ... in spite of everything ... for even 
when you were gone . . . when you had abandoned 
me ... in the hour of my trouble, too . . . and I had 

lost all hope of you . . . I ’’ 

Then why, Helena ? You hated Ishmael and wished 
to put him down while you thought he was coming be- 
tween you and me. But why . . . when ah seemed to 
be over between us 

Her lips -were twitching and her eyes were ablaze. 

You ask me why I wished to punish him ? ” she 
said. ‘‘ Very well, I wiU tell you. Because — she 
paused, hesitated, breathed hard, and then said, be- 
cause he killed my father,^'' 

Gordon gasped, his face became distorted, his lips 
grew pale, he tried to speak but could only stammer 
out broken exclamations. 

“Great God! Hele 

“ Oh, you may not believe it, but I hnow,^^ said 
Helena. 

And then, with a rush of emotion, in a torrent of hot 
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iTords, she told him how Ishmael Ameer had been the 
last man seen in her father’s company ; how she had 
seen them together and they were quarrelling ; how her 
father had been found dead a few minutes after Ishmael 
had left him ; how she had found him ; how other 
evidence gave proof, abundant proof, that violence, as 
a contributory means at least, had been the cause of 
her father’s death ; and how the authorities knew tliis 
perfectly, but were afraid, in the absence of conclusive 
evidence, to risk a charge against one whom the people 
in their blindness worshipped. 

So I was left alone — quite alone — for you were gone 
too — and therefore I vowed that if there was no one 
else I would punish him.” 

And that is what you 

Yes.” 

^^OGod! OGod!” 

Gordon hid his face in his hands, being made speech- 
less by the awful strength of the blind force which 
had governed her life and led her into the tragic 
tangle of her error. But she misunderstood his feel- 
ing, and with flashing, almost blazing eyes, though 
sobs choked her voice for a moment, she turned on 
Mm and said — 

Why not ? TMnk of what my father had been to 
me and say if I was not justified. Nobody ever 
loved me as he did — ^nobody. He was old, too, and 
w'eak, for he was ill, though nobody knew it. And then 
this , . . this barbarian . . . tMs hypocritical . . . 
Oil, when I think of it I have such a feeling of physi- 
cal repulsion for the man that I can scarcely sit by 
Ms side.” 

Saying this she rose to her feet, and standing before 
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Gordon, as ke sat vnth liis face covered by Ms hands, 
she said, -with intense bitterness, as if exulting in the 
righteousness of her vengeance — 

“ Let him go to Damietta or to death itself if need 
be. Doesn’t he deserve it ? Doesn’t he ? Uncover 
your face and teh me. TeU me if ... if .. . teH me 
if ” 

She was approacMng Gordon as if to draw away his 
hands when she began to gasp and stammer as though 
she had experienced a sudden electric shock. Her eyes 
had fallen on the third finger of Ms left hand, and they 
fixed themselves upon it with the fascination of fear. 
She saw that it was shorter than the rest, and that, 
since she had seen it before, it had been injured and 
amputated. 

Her breath, which had been labouring heavily, seemed 
to stop altogether, and there was silence once more, in 
wMch the voice of Ishmael came again — 

‘‘ When the Deliverer comes will he find peace on the 
earth ? Will he find war ? Will he find corruption and 
the worsMp of false gods ? Will he find hatred and 
vengeance ? Beware of vengeance, 0 my brothers ! 
It corrupts the heart ; it pulls down the pillars of the 
soul ! Vengeance belongs to God, and when men take 
it out of His hands He writes black marks upon their 
faces.” 

The two unhappy people sitting together in the guest- 
room seemed to hear their very hearts beat. At length 
Gordon, making a great call on his resolution, began to 
speak. 

^‘Helena I” 

Well ? ” 

‘‘ It is all a mistake — fearful, frightful mistake.” 



20 


THE WHITE PROPHET 


Ske listened \\ithout dra^^dng breath — a vague fore- 
shadowing of the truth coming over her. 

Islimael Ameer did not kill yoiii? father.” 

Her lips trembled convulsively ; she grew paler and 
paler every moment. 

I know he did not, Helena, because — ” (he covered 
his face again) because I know who did.” 

'' Then who . . . who was it ? ” 

‘‘ He did not intend to do it, Helena.” 

Wlio was it ? ” 

It was all in the heat of blood.” 

Who was ” 

He hesitated, then stammered out, “ Don’t you see, 
Helena ? — ^it was I.” 

She had knovn in advance what he was going to say, 
but not until he had said it did the whole truth fall 
on her. Then in a moment the world itself seemed 
to reel. A moral earthquake, upheaving everything, 
had brought ail her aims to ashes. The mighty force 
wliich had guided and sustained her soul (the sense 
of doing a necessary and a righteous thing) had 
collapsed without an instant’s warning. Another force, 
the powerful, almost brutal force of fate, had broken it 
to pieces. 

My God ! My God ! What has become of me ? ” 
she thought, and without speaking she gazed blankly 
at Gordon as he sat with his eyes hidden by bis injured 
hand. 

Then in broken words, with gasps of breath, he told 
her what had happened, beginning with the torture of 
his separation from her at the door of the General’s 

house. 

You said I had not really loved you — that you had 
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been mistaken and were punished and . . , and that 
was the end.’’ 

Going away with the memory of these words in his 
mind, Ills wTctched soul had been on the edge of a vortex 
of madness in which all its anger, all its hatred, had 
been directed against the General In the blind lead- 
ing of Ills passion, torn to the heart’s core, he had 
then returned to the Citadel to accuse the General of 
injustice and tyranny, 

‘‘ ‘ Helena was mine,’ I said, ' and you have taken 
her from me, and broken her heart as well as my own. 
Is that the act of a father ? ’ ” 

Other w’ords he had also said, in the delirium of liis 
rage, mad and insulting words such as no father could 
bear ; then the General had snatched up the broken 
sword from the floor and fallen on him, hacking at his 
hand — see ! 

‘‘ I didn’t w'ant to do it, God knows I did not, for 
he 'was an old man and I was no co'^rard, but the hot 
blood was in my head, and I laid hold of him by the 
throat to hold him off.” 

He uncovered his face — ^it was fuU of humility and 
pain. 

“ God forgive me, I didn’t know my strength. I 
flung him away ; he fell. I had killed him — my 
General, my friend ! ” 

Tears filled his eyes. In her eyes, also, tears irvere 
gathering. 

‘‘ Then you came to the door and knocked. ‘ Father ! ’ 
you said. ‘ Are you alone ? May I come in ? ’ Those 
were your avoids, and how often I have heard them 
since ! In the middle of the night, in my dreams, 0 
God, how many times 1 ” 



22 


THE WHITE PROPHET 


He dropped his head and stretched a helpless arm 
along the table. 

“ I ^ranted to open the door and say, ‘ Helena, for- 
give me, I didn’t mean to do it, and that is the truth, 
as God is my witness.’ But I was afraid — fled away.” 

She was now sitting with her hands clasped in her lap 
and her eyelids tightly closed. 

'' Next day I wanted to go back to you, but I dared 
not do so. I wanted to comfort you — I could not. I 
wanted to give myself up to justice — it was impossible. 
There was notliing for me to do except to fly away.” 

Tlie tears were rolling down his tliin face to his 
pinched nostrils. 

“ But I could not fly from myself or from . . . from 
my love for you. They told me you had gone to 
England. ‘ 'Where is she to-night ? ’ I thought. If I 
had never really loved you before I loved you now. 
And you were gone 1 I had lost you for ever.” 

Emotion choked his voice ; tears were forcing them- 
selves through her closed eyelids. There was another 
moment of silence and then, nervously, hesitatingly, she 
put out her hand to where his hand was lying on the 
table and clasped it. 

The two unhappy creatures, like wrecked souls about 
to be swallowed up in a tempestuous ocean, saw one 
raft of hope — ^their love for each other, which had sur- 
vived all the storms of their fate. 

But just as their hands were burning as if with fever, 
and quivering in each other’s clasp like the bosom of 
a captured bird, a voice from without fell on their ears 
Hke a trumpet from the skies. It was the voice of the 
muezzin calling to evening prayers from the minaret of 
the neighbouring mosque : — 
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God is Most Great ! God is Most Great ! 

It seemed to be a supernatural voice, the voice of 
an accusing angel, calling them back to their present 
position. Ishmael — ^Helena — ^the betrothal I 

Their hands separated and they rose to their feet. 
One moment they stood with bowed heads, at opposite 
sides of the table, listening to the voice outside, and 
then, without a word more, they went their different 
ways — ^he to his room, she to hers. 

Into the empty guest-room, a moment afterwards, 
came the rumbling and rolling sound of the voices of 
the people, repeating the Fatihah after Ishmael — 

Praise be to God, the Lord of all creatures. . . . 
Direct us in the right way, 0 Lord . • . not the way of 
those w^ho go astray.” 


CHAPTER XIV 

That day the Shdar had held his secret meeting of the 
Ulema, the Sheikhs and Notables of Khartoum. Into 
a room on the ground floor of the Palace, down a dark. 
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arched corridor, in which. British soldiers stood on 
guard, they had been introduced one by one — a group 
of six or eight unkempt creatures of varying ages, and 
of diSerent degrees of intelligence, nearly all wearing 
the farageeyah. 

They sat a^vkwardly on the chairs which had been 
ranged for them about a mahogany table, and while 
they waited they talked in whispers. There was a 
tense, electrical atmosphere among them, as of internal 
dissension, the rumbling of a sort of subterranean 
thunder. 

But this subsided instantly, when the voice of the 
sergeant outside, and the clash of saluting arms, an- 
nounced the coming of the Sirdar. The Governor- 
General, who was in uniform and booted and spurred 
as if returning from a ride, was accompanied by his 
Inspector-General, his Financial Secretary, the Governor 
of the tovTi, and various minor officers. 

He was received by the Sheikhs, all standing, with 
sweeping salaams from floor to forehead, a circle of 
smiles and looks of complete accord. 

The Sirdar, with his ruddy and cheerful face, took 
his seat at the head of the table and began by asking, 
as if casually, who w^as the stranger that had arrived 
that day in Kliartoum. 

A Bedouin,” said the Cadi. One whom Ishmael 
Ameer loves and who loves him.” 

Yet a Bedouin, you say ? ” asked the Sirdar, in an 
incredulous tone, and with a certain elevation of the 
eyebrow’s. 

^'A Bedouin, 0 Excellency,” repeated the Cadi, 
whereupon the others, without a word of further ex- 
planation, bent their turbaned heads in assent. 
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Then the Sirdar explained the reason for wliicli lie 
had called them together. 

“ I am given to understand,” he said, ‘‘ that the idea 
is abroad that the Government has been trying to 
introduce changes into the immutable law of Islam, 
which forms an integral part of your Moslem religion, 
and is therefore rightly regarded with a Hgh degree of 
veneration by all followers of the Prophet. If anybody 
is telling you this, or if any one is saying that there is 
any prejudice against you because you are Moham- 
medans, he is a wicked and mischievous person, and I 
beg of you to teU me who he is.” 

Saying this, the Sirdar looked sharply round the 
table, but met nothing but blank and expression- 
less faces. Then turning to the Cadi, who as Chief 
Judge of the Mohammedan law-courts had been con- 
stituted spokesman, he asked pointedly vLat Ishmael 
Ameer was saying. 

“ Nothing, 0 Excellency,” said the Cadi ; nothing 
that is contrary to the Sharia — ^the religious law of 
Islam.” 

Is he telling the people to resist the Government ? ” 

The grave company about the table silently shook 
their heads. 

‘‘ Do you know if he has anytlaing to do with a con- 
spiracy to resist the payment of taxes ? ” 

The grave company knew nothing. 

Then what is he doing, and why has he come to 
Khartoum ? Pasha, have yon no explanation to make 
to me ? ” asked the Sirdar, singling out a vivacious old 
gentleman, with a short, white, carefully oiled beard — 
a person of doubtful repute who had once been a slave- 
dealer and was now living patriarchally, under the 



26 


THE WHITE PROPHET 


proteciioB of the Government, with his many wives 
and concubines. 

The old black sinner oast his little glittering eyes 
aroimd the room and then said — 

If you ask me, 0 Master, I say, Ishmael Ameer is 
putting down, polygamy and divorce and ought himself 
to be |)ut down.” 

At that there 'was some clamour among the Ulema, 
and the Sirdar thought he saw a rift through which he 
might discover the truth, but the Pasha was soon silenced, 
and in a moment there was the same unanimity as 
before. 

Then what is he ? ” asked the Sirdar, whereupon a 
venerable old Sheikh, after the usual Arabic compli- 
ments and apologies, said that, having seen the new 
teacher with his own eyes and talked with him, he had 
now not the slightest doubt that Ishmael was a man 
sent from God, and therefore that all who resisted him, 
all who tried to put him down, would perish miserably. 

At these wnrds the electrical atmosphere which had 
been held in subjection seemed to burst into flame. In 
a moment six tongues were talking together. One 
Sheikh, with wild eyes, told of Ishmael’s intercourse 
with angels. Another knew a man w^ho had seen him 
riding \vith the Prophet in the desert. A third had 
spoken to somebody who had seen angels, in the form 
of doves, descending upon him from the skies, and a 
fourth was ready to swear that one day, while Ishmael 
was preaching in the mosque, people heard a voice from 
heaven crying, ‘‘ Hear him 1 He is My messenger ! ” 

“ What was he preaching about ? ” said the Sirdar, 

"^‘Tiie last days, the coming of the Deliverer,” said 
the Sheikh with the wild eyes, in an aw^esome whisper. 
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What Deliverer ? ” 

“ Seyidiia Isa— our Lord Jesus— the White Christ that 
is to come.’’ 

Is this to be soon ? ” 

Soon, 0 Excellency, very soon.” 

After this outburst there was a moment of tense and 
breathless silence, during which the Sirdar sat vith his 
serious eyes fixed on the table, and his officers, stand- 
ing behind, glanced at each other and smiled. 

Immediately afterwards the Sirdar put an end to 
the interview. 

Tell your people,” he said, that the Government 
has no wish to interfere with your religious beliefs 
and feelings, whatever they may be; but tell them 
also, that it intends to have its orders obeyed, and that 
any suspicion of conspiracy, still more of rebellion, viH 
be instantly put down.” 

The group of unkempt creatures went oS with sweep- 
ing salaams, and then the Sirdar dismissed his officers 
also, saying — 

‘‘ Bear in mind that you are the recognised agents of 
a just and merciful Government, and whatever your 
personal opinions may be of these Arabs and their 
superstitions, please understand that you are to give 
no anti-Islamic colour to your British feelings. At the 
same time remember that we have worked for the 
redemption of the Soudan from a state of savagery, and 
we cannot allow it to be turned back to barbarism in 
the name of religion.” 

Both the Ulema and the other British officials being 
gone, the Sirdar was alone with his Inspector-General. 

Weil ? ” he said. 

Well ? ” repeated the Inspector-General, biting the 
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wlietlier ho claim divine inspiration or not, if Ms people 
should come to regard Mm as divine, the very name 
and idea of Ms divinity may become a danger, and I 
suppose I shall have to put Mm under arrest.” 

Then remembering that he was addressing not only 
the Consul-General but a friend, the Sirdar wrote — 

'' " Art Thou a King ? ’ Strange that the question of 
Pontius Pilate is precisely what we may find in our 
ovm mouths soon I And stranger still, almost ludicrous, 
even farcical and Mdeously ironical, that though for 
two thousand years Christendom has been spitting on 
the pusillanimity of the old pagan, the representative 
of a Christian Empire will have to do precisely what 
he did. 

Short of Pilate’s situation, though, I see no right 
to take this man, so I am not taking Mm. Sorry to 
tell you so, but I cannot help it. 

‘‘ Our love from both to both. Trust Janet is feel- 
ing better. No news of our poor boy, I suppose ? ” 

Our boy ” had for thirty years been another name 
for Gordon. 


CHAPTER XV 

Grave as was the gathering in the Sirdar’s Palace at 
Khartoum, there was a still graver gathering that day 
at the British Agency in Cairo — ^the gathering of the 
wings of Death. 

Lady Nuneham was nearing her end. Since Gordon’s 
disgrace and disappearance she had been visibly fading 
away under a burden too heavy for her to bear. 
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Tlie Consul-General had been trying hard to shut 
his eyes to this fact. More than ever before, he had 
immersed himself in his work, being plainly impelled 
to fresh efforts by hatred of the man who had robbed 
him of his son. 

Through the Soudan Intelligence Department in Cairo 
he had watched IshmaeFs movements in Ivhartoiim, 
expecting him to develop the traits of the ]^Iahdi and 
thus throw himself into the hands of the Sirdar. 

It was a deep disappointment to the Consul-General 
that this did not occur. The same report came to him 
again and again. The man was doing nothing to justify 
his arrest. Although surrounded by fanatical folk, 
wkose minds were easily inflamed, he was not trying to 
upset governors or giving divine sanction for the 
removal of officials. 

But meantime some mischief was manifestly at ivork 
all over the country. From day to day Inspectors had 
been coming in to say that the people were not paying 
their taxes. Convinced that this w^as the result of con- 
spiracy, the Consul-General had shown no mercy. 

“ Sell them up,” he had said, and the Inspectors, 
taking their cue from his own spirit but exceeding his 
orders, had done liis work without remorse. 

Week by week the trouble had deepened, and when 
disturbances had been threatened he had asked the 
British Army of Occupation, meaning no violence, to 
go out into the country and show the people England’s 
pow^'er. 

Then grumblings had come down on him from the 
representatives of foreign nations. If the people were 
so discontented with British rule that they wem re- 
fusing to pay their taxes, there w'ould be a defi.cit in the 
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Egyptian treasury — ^how then v/ere Egypt’s creditors to 
be paid ? 

Time enougli to cross the bridge when you come to 
it, gentlemen,” said the Consul-General, in his stinging 
tone and with a curl of his iron lip. 

If the v/orst came to the worst England would pay, 
but England should not be asked to do so because 
Eg 3 ?pt must meet the cost of her own government. 
Hence more distraining and some inevitable violence in 
suppressing the riots that resulted from evictions. 

Finally came a hubbub in Parliament, with the 
customary Christian ” prattlers prating again. Fools ! 
They did not know what a subtle and secret conspiracy 
he had to deal mth \vhile they were crying out against 
Ms means of killing it. 

He must kill it ! Tliis form of passive resistance, 
this attack on the Treasury, was the deadliest blow 
that had ever yet been aimed at England’s power in 
Egypt. 

But he must not let Europe see it ! He must make 
believe that notliing was happening to occasion the 
least alarm. Therefore to drown the cries of the people 
who were sufering not because they were poor and 
could not pay, but because they were perverse and 
would not, he must organise some immense demon- 
stration. 

Thus came to the Consul-General the scheme of the 
combined festival of the King’s Birthday and the — th 
anniversary of the British Occupation of Egypt. It 
would do good to foreign Powers, for it would make 
them feel that, not for the first time, England had 
been the torch-bearer in a dark country. It would 
do good to the Egyptians, too, for it would force their 
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youngsters (bom since Tei-el-Kebir) to realise the 
strength of England’s arm. 

Thus had the Consul-General occupied himself v»iiile 
Ms wife had faded away. But at length he had been 
compelled to see that the end w'as near, and towards 
the close of every day he had gone to her room and 
sat almost in silence, with bowed head, in the chair by 
her side. 

The great man, who for forty years had been the 
virtual ruler of millions, had no vdsdom that told him 
what to say to a dying woman ; but at last, seeing that 
her pallor had become whiteness, and that she was 
sinking rapidly and hungering for the consolations of 
her religion, he asked her if she would like to take the 
sacrament. 

“ It is just what I wish, dear,” she answered, with 
the nervous smile of one who had been afraid to ask. 

At heart the Consul-General had been an agnostic 
all his life, looking upon religion as no better than a 
civilising superstition, but all the same he went dovui- 
stairs and sent one of Ms secretaries for the Chaplain 
of St. Mary’s — the English Church. 

The moment he had gone out of the door Fatimah, 
under the direction of the d3ring 'woman, began to pre- 
pare the bedroom for the reception of the clergyman 
by laying a side-table with a fair wMte cloth, a large 
prayer-book, and two silver candlesticks containing new 
candles. 

While the Egyptian nurse did tMs the old lady looked 
on until her deep, slow, weary eyes, and talked in 
whispers, as if the vnngs of the august Presence that 
was soon to come 'were already rustling in the room* 
When all was done she looked very happy. 

II. 
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“ Everything is nice and comfortable now,” she said, 
as she lay back to wait for the clergyman. 

Blit even then she could not help thinking the one 
thought that made a tug at her resignation. It was 
about Gordon. 

“ I am quite ready to die, Patimah,” she said, but 
I should have loved to see my dear Gordon once more.” 

This was what she had been waiting for, praying for, 
eating her heart and her life out for. 

Only to see and kiss my boy ! It would have been 
so easy to go then.” 

Fatimah, who was snuffling audibly, as she straightened 
the eider-down coverlet over the bed, began to hint that 
if her sweet eyes ” could not see her son she could 
send him a message. 

‘‘ Perhaps I know somebody who could see it reaches 
Mm, too,” said Patimah, in a husky wMsper. 

The old lady understood her instantly. 

You mean Hafiz ! I always thought as much. 
Bring me my writing-case — quick ! ” 

The miting-case was brought and laid open before 
her, and she made some efiort to %vrite a letter, but 
the power of life in her was low, and after a moment 
the shaking pen dropped from her fingers. 

“ Ma'aleysh, my lady 1 ” said Patimah soothingly. 
^‘Tell me what you wish to say. I will remember 
everything.” 

Then the dying mother sent a few touching words 
as her last message to her beloved son. 

Wait ! Let me tHnk. My head is a little . . . 
just a little . . . Yes, tMs is what I wish to say, 
Patimah. Tell my boy that my last thoughts were 
about him. Though I am sorry he took the side of the 
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false prophet, say I am certain he did what lie tliouphi} 
was right. Be sure you tell him I die happy, because 
I know I shall see him again. If I am never to see him 
in this -world I shall do so in the world to come. Say I 
shall he ivaiting for him there. And tell him it will 
not seem long.’’ 

“ Could you sign your name for him, my heart ? ’’ 
said Fatimah, m her husky voice. 

“ Yes, oh yes, easily,” said the old lady, and then 
vitii an awful effort she wrote- — 

Your ever-loving Mother.” 

At that moment Ibrahim in his green caftan, carrying 
a small black bag, brought the English chaplain into 
the room. 

“ Peace be to tliis bouse,” said the clerg^mian, using 
the words of his Church ritual, and the Egyptian nurse, 
thinldng it was an Eastern salutation, answered, 

Peace!” 

The Chaplain went into the “ boys’ room ” to put on 
Ms surplice, and when he came out, robed in white, 
and began to light the candles and prepare the vessels 
wMch he placed on the side-table, the old lady was 
talking to Fatimah in nervous whispers — 

His lordsMp ? ” '' Yes ! ” ‘‘ Do you tliink, my 
lady ” 

She wanted the Consul-General to be present and was 
half afraid to send for him ; but just at that instant 
the door opened again, and her pale, spiritual face lit up 
vith a smile as she saw her husband come into the room. 

The clergyman was now ready to begin, and the old 
lady looked timidly across the bed at the Consul- 
General as if there were sometMng she wished to ask 
and dared not. 
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“ Yes, I will take the sacrament with you, Janet,” 
said the old man, and then the old lady’s face shone 
like the face of an angel. 

The Consul-General took the chair by the side of the 
bed and the Chaplain began the service — 

Almighty, ever-living God, l^Iaker of mankind, who 
dost correct those whom Thou dost love ” 

All the time the triumphant words reverberated 
through the room the dying woman was praying fer- 
vently, her lips moving to her unspoken words and her 
eyes shining as if the Lord of Life she had always loved 
was with her now and she was giving herself to Him — 
her soul, her all. 

The Consul-General was praying too — spraying for the 
first time to the God he did not know and had never 
looked to — 

If Thou art God, let her die in peace. It is all I 
ask— all I vdsh.” 

Thus the two old people took the sacrament together, 
and when the Communion Service came to a close, the 
old lady looked again at the Consul-General and asked, 
with a little confusion, if they might sing a hymn. 

The old man bent liis head, and a moment later the 
Chaplain, after a whispered -word from the dying 
woman, began to sing — 

“ Sun of my soul, Thou Saviour dear, 

It is not night if Thou be near . , ” 

At the second bar the old lady joined him in her 
breaking, cracking voice, and the Consul-General, albeit 
his throat w^as choking him, forced himself to sing with 
her — 

“ When the soft dews of kindly sleep 
My wearied eyelids gently steep . . 
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It was as much as the Consul-General could do to 
sing of a faith he did not feel, but he felt tenderly to 
it for his wife’s sake now, and with a great effort he 
went on T^ith her to the end — 

‘Hf some poor wandering child of Thine 
Have spurned to-day the voice divine . , J’ 

The light of another world was in the old lady’s eyes 
when all was over, and she seemed to be already half 
way to heaven. 


CHAPTEE XVI 

All the same there was a sweet humanity left in her, 
and when the Chaplain was gone and the side-table 
had been cleared, and she was left alone with her old 
husband, there came little gleams of the woman who 
w'anted to be loved to the last. 

How are you now ? ” he asked. 

‘‘ Better so much better,” she said, smiling upon 
him, and caressing with her wrinkled hand the other 
wrinkled hand that lay on the eider-down quilt. 

The great Consul-General, sitting on the chair by the 
side of the bed, felt as helpless as before, as ignorant as 
ever of w’'hat millions of simple people know — ^how* to 
talk to those they love when the wings of Death are 
hovering over them. But the sweet old lady, with the 
wisdom and the courage w'hich God gives to His own 
on the verge of eternity, began to speak in a lively and 
natural voice of the end that was coming and what wm 
to follow it. 
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He was not to allow any of his arrangements to 
136 interfered with, and, above all, the festivities 
appointed for the King’s Birthday were not to be dis- 
turbed. 

They must be necessary or you would not have 
them, especially now,” she said, ‘^and I shall not be 
happy if I know that on my account they are not 
coming off.” 

And then, with the sweet childishness which the 
feebleness of illness brings, she talked of the last King’s 
Birthday, and of the ball they had given in honour 
of it. 

That had been in their own house, and the dancing 
had been in the dravdng-room, and the Consul-General 
had told Ibrahim to set the big green arm-chair for 
her ill the alcove, and sitting there she had seen every- 
thing, What a spectacle ! Ministers Plenipotentiary, 
Eg3;^tian Ministers, ladies, soldiers ! Such gorgeous 
uniforms ! Such glittering orders ! Such beautiful 
toilets ! 

The old lady’s pale face filled with light as she thought 
of ail this, but the Consul-General dropped his head, 
for he knew well what was coming next, 

“ And, John, don’t you remember ? Gordon was 
there that night, and Helena — dear Helena I How 
lovely they looked I Among ail those lovely people, 
dear. . . . He was wearing every one of his medals 
that night, you know. So tall, so brave-looking, a 
soldier every inch of him, and such a perfect English 
gentleman ! Was there ever anything in the world so 
beautiful ? And Helena, too ! She wore a silvery silk, 
and a kind of coif on her beautiful black hair. Oh, 
she was the loveliest thing in all the room, I thought ! 
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And when they led the cotillion — don’t you reiiieniber 
they led the cotillion, dear ? — could have cried, I was 
so proud of them.” 

The Consul-General continued to sit vith Ms head 
down, listening to the old lady and saying nothing, yet 
seeing the scene as she depicted it and feeling again the 
tingling pride which he, too, had felt that night but 
permitted nobody to know. 

After a moment the beaming face on the bed became 
clouded over, as if that memory had brought other 
memories less easy to bear — dreams of happy days to 
come, of honours and of children. 

“ Ah well, God knows best,” she said in a tremulous 
voice, releasing the Consul-General’s hand. 

The old man felt as if he would have to hurry out 
of the room mthout uttering another word, but, as well 
as he could, he controlled Mmself and said — 

“You are agitating yourself, Janet. Yon must lie 
quiet now,” 

“ Yes, I must lie quiet now, and think of . . , of 
other things,” she answ^ered. 

He was stepping away when she called on him to 
turn her on her right side, for that was how she always 
slept, and upon the Egyptian nurse coming hurrying 
up to help, she said — 

“ Ho, no, not you, Fatimah — ^Ms iordsMp.” 

Then the Consul-General put his arms about her — 
feeling how thin and wasted she w’^as, and how little of 
her was left to die — and turning her gently round he 
laid her back on the pillow wMch Fatimah had in the 
meantime shaken out. 

While he did so her dim eyes brightened again, and 
stretching her wMte hands out of her silk nightdress 
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ske clasped tkem about Ms neck, with the last tender 
efforts of the woman who wanted to he fondled to 
the end. 

The strain of talking had been too much for her, 
and after a few^ minutes she sank into a restless doze, 
ill which the perspiration broke out on her forehead 
and her face acquired an expression of pain, for sleep 
knows no pretences. But at length her features be- 
came more composed and her breathing more regular, 
and then the Consul-General, who had been standing 
aside, mute with anguish, said in a low tone to Fatimah — 

“ She is sleeping quietly now,” and then he turned 
to go. 

Fatimah followed Mm to the head of the stairs and 
said in a husky wliisper — 

It will be all over to-night, though — ^you’ll see it 
wiU.” 

For a moment he looked steadfastly into the woman’s 
eyes, and then, without answering her, walked heavily 
down the stairs. 

Back in the hbrary, he stood for some time with Ms 
face to the empty fireplace. Over the mantelpiece 
there hung a httle picture, in a black-and-giit frame, 
of a bright-faced boy in an Arab fez. It was more 
than he could do to look at that portrait now, so he 
took it off its nail and laid it, face down, on the marble 
mantel-shelf. 

Just at that moment one of Ms secretaries brought 
in a despatch. It was the despatch from the Sirdar, 
sent in cypher but now written out at length. The 
Consul-General read it without any apparent emotion 
and put it aside without a word. 

The hours passed slowly ; the night was very long ; 
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the old man did not go to bed. Not for the first time, 
he was asking himself searching questions about the 
mystery of life and death, but the great enigma was 
still bafiiing him. Could it be possible that while he 
had occupied himself with the mere shows and sem- 
blance of tilings, calling them by great names — Civilisa^ 
tion and Progress — that simple soul upstairs had beei 
grasping the eternal realities ? 

There were questions that cut deeper even than that, 
and now they faced him one by one. Was it true that 
he had married merely in the hope of having some one 
to carry on his name and thus fulfil the aspirations of 
liis pride ? Had he for nearly forty years locked his 
heart away from the woman who had been starving for 
liis love, and was it only by the loss of the son who 
was to have been the crown of his life that they were 
brought together in the end ? 

Thus the hoofs of the dark hours beat heavily on the 
great Proconsul’s brain, and in the awful light that 
came to him from an open grave, the triumphs of the 
life behind him looked poor and small. 

But meantime the palpitating air of the room up- 
stairs was full of a different spirit. The old lady had 
apparently awakened from her restless sleep, for she 
had opened her eyes and was talking in a bright and 
happy voice. Her cheeks were tinged with the glow of 
health, and her whole face was filled vdth light. 

I knew I should see them,” she said. 

See whom, my heart ? ” asked Fatimah, but with- 
out answering her, the old lady, with the same rapturous 
expression, went on talking. 

I knew I should, and I have ! I have seen both of 
them ! ” 
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“ Whom have yon seen, my lady ? ” asked Eatimah 
again, but once more the dying woman paid no heed 
to her. 

“ I saw them as plainly as I see you now, dear. It 
was in a place I did not know. The sun was so hot, 
and the room was so close. There w’as a rush roof and 
divans all round the walls. But Gordon and Helena 
were there together, sitting at opposite sides of a table 
and holding each other’s hands.” 

" Allah ! Allah ! ” muttered Eatimah, with up- 
raised hands. 

The old lady seemed to hear her, for an indulgent 
smile passed over her radiant face and she said in a 
tone of tender remonstrance — 

Don’t be foolish, Eatimah I Of course I saw him. 
The Lord said I should, and He never breaks His pro- 
mises. ' Help me, 0 God, for Christ’s sake,’ I said. 
‘ Shall I see my dear son again ? 0 God, give me a 
sign.’ And He did ! Yes, it w'as in the middle of the 
night. ‘ Janet,’ said a voice, and I was not afraid. 

Be patient, Janet. You shall see your dear boy before 
you die.’ ” 

Her face was fuU of happy visions. The life of this 
world seemed to be no longer there. A kind of Hfe 
from the other world appeared to reanimate the sink- 
ing woman. The near approach of eternity illumined 
her whole being with a supernatural light. She w’-as 
dying in a flood of joy. 

‘‘ Oh, how good the Lord is ! It is so easy to go 
now! . . . John, you must not think I suffer any 
longer, because I don’t. I have no pain now, dear — 
none whatever.” 

Then she clasped her wasted hands together in 
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the attitude of prayer and said in a rustling 
whisper — 

“ To-night, Lord Jesus ! Let it be to-night ! ” 

After that her rapturous voice died away and her 
ecstatic eyes gently closed, but an ineffable smile con- 
tinued to play on her faintly-tinted face, as if she 
were looking on the wings that were waiting to bear 
her away. 

The doctor came in at that moment, and was told 
what had occurred. 

“ Delirium, of course,” he said. A change had come ; 
the crisis was approaching. If the same thing happened 
at the supreme moment the patient was not to be 
contradicted ; her delusion was to be indulged. 

It did not happen. 

In the early hours of the morning the Consul-General 
was called upstairs. There was a deep silence in the 
bedroom, as if the air had suddenly become empt}^ 
and void. The day was breaking, and through the 
mndows that looked over to the Nile the white sails 
of a line of boats gliding by seemed like the 
passing of angels’ vungs. Sparrows were twittering 
in the eaves, and through the windows to the east 
the first streamers of the sunrise w^ere rising in the 
sky. 

The Consul-General approached the bed and looked 
down at the pallid face on the pillow. He w*anted to 
stoop and kiss it, but he felt as if it would be a pro- 
fanation to do so now. His own face was Ml of suffer- 
ing, for the sealed chambers of his iron soul had been 
broken open at last. 

With his hands clasped behind his back he stood for 
some minutes quite motionless. Then laying one hand 
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on the brass head-rail of the bed, he leaned over his 
dead wife and spoke to her as if she could hear. 

Forgive me, Janet! Forgive me!” he said in a 
low voice that was like a sob. 

Bid she hear him ? Who can say she did not ? Was 
it oiity a ray from the sunrise that made the Egyptian 
woman think that over the dead face of the carev^am 
and weary one, whose sweet soul was even then ring- 
ing its way to heaven, there passed the light of a loving 
smile ? 


CHAPTER XVII 

Within three days the softening ejects on the Consul- 
General of Lady Nuneham’s death were lost. Out of 
his very bereavement and the sense of being left friend- 
less and alone he became a harder and severer man 
than before. His secretaries were more than ever afraid 
"of him, and his servants trembled as they entered his 
room. 

I It heightened his anger against Gordon to believe 
that by h s conduct he had hastened Ms mother’s end. 
In Ms absolute self-abasement there were moments 
when he would have found it easier to forgive Gordon 
if he had been a prodigal, a wastrel, prompted to do 
what he had done by the grossest selfishness ; but deep 
do-vm in some obscure depths of the father’s heart the 
worst suffering came of the certainty that Ms son had 
been moved by that tragic earnestness wMch belongs 
only to the greatest and noblest souls. 

Still more hardening and embittering to the Consul- 
Cteneral than the memory of Gordon was the thought of 
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Islimael. It intensiiied his anger against tlie Egyptian 
to feel that having first hy Ms ‘‘ visionary mummery/’ 
by his mancBUvring and quackery,” robbed liim of his 
son, he had now, by direct consequence, robbed Mm of 
his wife also. 

All the Consul-General’s bull-necked strength, all his 
force of soul, were roused to fury when he thought of 
that. He was old and tired and he needed rest, but 
before he permitted himself to tMnk of retirement, he 
must crush Ishmael Ameer. 

Not that he allowed Mmself to recognise his vindic- 
tiveness. Shutting his eyes to Ms |)orsonal motive, he 
believed he was thinking of England only. Ishmael 
was the head-centre of an anarchical conspiracy which 
was using secret and stealthy weapons that were more 
deadly than bombs ; therefore Ishmael must be put 
dovm, he must be trampled into the earth, and his 
movement must be destroyed. 

But how ? 

Within a few hours after Lady Nuneham‘'s funeral 
the Grand Cadi came by night, and with many vague 
accusations against the Arab innovator,” repeated his 
former warning — 

I tell you again, 0 Excellency, if you permit that 
man to go on it will be death to the rule of England 
in Egypt.” 

‘‘ Then prove what you say — prove it, prove it,” cried 
the Consul-General, raising his impatient voice. 

But the suave old Moslem judge either could not or 
would not do so. Indeed, being a Turkish official, 
accustomed to quite different procedure, he was at a 
loss to understand why the Consul-General wanted 
proof. 
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Arrest tlie offender first and you’ll find evidence 
enoiigli afterwards,” lie said. 

An English statesman could not act on lines like 
those, so the Consul-General turned back to the de- 
spatches of the Sirdar. The last of them — the one 
received during the dark hours preceding Ms wife’s 
death — contained significant passages — 

If this man should develop supernatural pretensions 
I shall know vdiat to do.” 

Ha ! There -was hope in that ! The charlatan ele- 
ment in Ishmael Ameer might carry Mm far if only the 
temptation of popular idolatry were strong enough. 

Once let a man deceive Mmseff with the idea that 
lie was divine, nay, once let his followers delude them- 
selves with the notion of Ms divinity, and a civihsed 
Government w^ould be bound to make short work of 
liim. Whosoever and whatsoever he might be, that 
man must die ! 

A sudden cloud passed over the face of the Consul- 
General as he glanced again at the Sirdar’s despatch 
and saw its references to Clirist. 

How senseless everybody is becoming in tMs world,” 
he thought. 

Pontius Pilate ! Pshaw ! When would religious 
h}^ocr*sy open its eyes and see that, according to all 
the laws of civilised states, the Roman Governor had 
done right ? Jesus claimed to be divine, His people 
were ready to recognise Him as King; and whether 
His kingdom w’as of tMs world or another, what did it 
matter ? Ii His pretensions had been permitted they 
would have led to wild, chaotic, shapeless anarchy. 
Therefore Pilate crucified Jesus, and, scorned though 
he had been through all the ages, he had done no more 
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tlian any so-called ‘'Christian’’ governor Tvmld he 
compelled to do to-day. 

“ Jesus of Nazareth, the King of the Jews.” Wnv 
would not people understand that these words were 
written not in derision hut in self-defence ? There 
could he only one authority in Palestine then, and 
there could he only one authority in Egypt now. 

“ If this visionary mummer, with his empty 
quackeries, should develop the idea that he is divine, 
or even the messenger of divinity, I will hang him like 
a dog ! ” thought the Consul-General. 


CHAPTER XVIII 

Five days after the death of Lady Nuneham the Consul- 
General was reading at his breakfast the last copy of 
the Times to arrive in Cairo. It contained an antici- 
patory announcement of a forthcoming hlansion House 
Banquet in honour of the King’s Birthday. The 
Foreign Minister was expected to speak on the " unrest 
in the East, with special reference to the affair of Ei 
Azhar.” 

The Consul-General’s face frowned darkly, and he 
began to picture the scene as it would occur. The 
gilded hall, the crowd of distinguished persons eating 
in public, tbe mixed odours of many dishes, the pop 
of champagne corks, the smoke of cigars, the buzz 
of chatter like the gobbling of geese on a green, and 
then the Minister, with his hand on his heart, utter- 
ing timorous apologies for his Proconsul’s policy, and 
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pouring out pompous platitudes as if he had newly 
discovered the Decalogue, 

The Consul-GeneraFs gorge rose at the thought. Oh, 
when would these people, who stayed comfortably at 
home and lived by the rotes of the factory-hands of 
Lancashire and Yorkshire, and hungered for the shouts 
of the mob, understand the position of men like him- 
self, who, in foreign lands, among ahen races, encom- 
passed by secret conspiracies, were spending their 
strength in holding high the banner of Empire ? 

“ Having chosen a good man, why can’t they leave 
him alone ? ” thought the Consul-General. 

And then, his personal feelings getting the better of 
his patriotism, he almost wished that the charlatan 
element in Ishmael Ameer might develop speedily ; 
that he might draw off the allegiance of the native 
soldiers in the Soudan and break out, like the Mahdi, 
into open rebellion. That would bring the Secretary 
of State to his senses, make him realise a real danger, 
and see in the everlasting ‘‘ affair of El Azhar ” if not 
light, then lightning. 

The door of the breakfast-room opened and Ibrahim 
entered. 

“ Well, what is it ? ” demanded the Consul-General 
%vith a frown. 

Ibraliim answered in some confusion that a small 
boy was in the hall, asking to see the English lord. 
He said he brought an urgent message, but would not 
tell what it was or wiiere it came from. Had been 
there three times before, slept last night on the ground 
outside the gate, and could not be driven away — ^would 
his lordship see the lad ? 

What is Ms race ? Egjrptian ? ” 
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Kubian, my lord.” 

Ever seen the boy before ? ” 

•"'No . . . yes . , . that is to say . . . v/ell, no^v 
that your lordship mentions it, I think . . . yes I 
tMnk he came here once with Mss Hel ... I mean 
General Graves’s daughter.” 

''Bring him up immediately,” said the Consul- 
General. 

At the next moment a black boy stepped boldly into 
the room. It w^'as Mosie. His clothes were dirty, and 
his pudgy face was like a block of dark soap splashed 
vith stale lather, but Hs eyes were clear and alert and 
his manner was eager. 

" Well, my boy, what do you want ? ” asked the 
Consul-General. 

Dylosie looked fearlessly up into the stem face with 
its iron jaw, and tipped his black thumb over his 
shoulder to where Ibrahim, in his gorgeous green caftan, 
stood timidly beliind him. 

At a sign from the Consul-General, the Egyptian 
servant left the room, and then, quick as light, Mosie 
slipped off his sandal, ripped open its inner sole, and 
plucked out a letter stained with grease. 

It was the letter which Helena had written in 
Kliartoum. 

The Consul-General read it rapidly, with an eager- 
ness WThich even he could not conceal. So great, indeed, 
was his excitement that he did not see that a second 
paper (Ishmaers letter to the Chancellor of El Azliar) 
had fallen to the floor until Mosie picked it up and 
held it out to Mm. 

" Good boy,” said the Consul-General — ^the cloud had 
passed and his face bore an expression of joy. 
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Instantly apprehending the dim purport of Helena’s 
hasty letter, the Consul-General saw that what he had 
predicted and hah hoped for was already coining to 
pass. It was to be open conspiracy now, not passive 
conspiracy any longer. The man Ishmael was falling 
a victim to the most fatal of all mental maladies. 
The Mahdist delusion was taking possession of liim, 
and he was throwing himself into the Government’s 
hands. 

Hurriedly ringing his beU, the Consul-General com- 
mitted Mosie to Ibrahim’s care, whereupon the small 
black boy, in his soiled clothes, with his dirty face and 
hands, strutted out of the room in front of the Egyptian 
servant, looking as proud as a peacock and feeling like 
sixteen feet tall. Then the Consul-General called for 
one of his secretaries and sent him for the Commandant 
of Police. 

The Commandant came in hot haste. He was a big 
and rather corpulent Englishman, wearing a blue- 
braided uniform and a fez — ^naturally a blusterous 
person with his own people, but as soft- voiced as a 
woman and as obsequious as a slave before his chief. 

‘'Draw up your chair, Commandant — closer; now 
listen,” said the Consul-General. 

And then in a low tone he repeated what he had 
already learned from Helena’s letter, and added what 
he had instantly divined from it — ^that Ishmael Ameer 
was to return to Cairo ; that he was to come back in 
the disguise of a Bedouin Sheikh ; that his object was 
to draw ofi the allegiance of the Egyptian army in 
order that a vast horde of his followers might take 
possession of the city ; that this was to be done during 
the period of the forthcoming festivities, while the 
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British army was still in the provinces, and that the 
conspiracy was to reach its treacherous climax on the 
night of the King’s Birthday. 

The Commandant listened with a gloomy face, and, 
looking timidly into the flashing eyes before liim, he 
asked if his Excellency could rely on the source of his 
information. 

'' Absolutely ! Infallibly 1 ” said the Consul-General 
Then,” said the Commandant nervously, “ I pre- 
sume the festivities must be postponed ? ” 

Certainly not, sir.” 

Or perhaps your Excellency intends to have the 
British army called back to Cairo ? ” 

Not that either.” 

At least you will arrest the ‘ Bedouin ’ ? ” 

Not yet at all events.” 

The policy to be pursued was to be something quite 
different. 

Everything was to go on as usual. Sports, golf, 
cricket, croquet, tennis - tournaments, polo - matches, 
race-meetings, automobile-meetings, ah the usual 
fooleries and frivolities ” — ^with crowds of sight-seers, 
men in flannels and ladies in beautiful toilets — were to 
be encouraged to proceed. The police-bands were to 
play in the public gardens, the squares, the streets, 
everywhere. 

Say nothing to anybody. Give no sign of any 
kind. Let the conspiracy go on as if we knew nothing 
about it. But ” 

“ Yes, my lord ? Yes ? ” 

‘‘ Keep an eye on the ‘ Bedouin.’ Let every train 
that arrives at the railway-station and every boat that 
comes down the river be v/atched. As soon as you 
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have spotted your man, see where he goes. He may 
be a fanatical fool, miscalculating his ' divine ’ influence 
with the native soldier, but he cannot be working alone. 
Therefore find out who visit him, learn all their move- 
ments, jet their plans come to a head, and, when the 
proper time arrives, in one hour, at one blow we will 
crush their conspiracy and clap our hands upon the 
whole of them/’ 

'' Splendid ! An inspiration, my lord I ” 

Fve always said it would some day be necessary 
to forge a special weapon to meet special needs, and 
the time has come to forge it. Meantime undertake 
nothing hurriedly. Make no mistakes, and see that 
your men make none.” 

“ Certainly, my lord.” 

'' Investigate every detail for yourself, and above ail 
hold your tongue and guard your information with 
inviolable secrecy.” 

“ Surely, my lord.” 

You can go now. Pm busy. Good-morning ! ” 
Wonderful man ! ” thought the Commandant, as 
he went out at the porch. ‘‘ Seems to have taken a new 
lease of life 1 Wonderful ! ” 

The Consul-General spent the wiiole of that day in 
thinking out his scheme for a “ special weapon,” and 
when night came and he went upstairs — ^through the 
great echoing house that was like the bureau of a de- 
partment of state now, being so empty and so cheerless, 
and |)ast the dark and silent room whereof the door 
was always closed — ^he felt conscious of a firmer and 
lighter step than he had known for years. 

Patimah was in his bedroom, for she had constituted 
herself his own nurse since his wife’s death. She w^as 



THE LIGHT OE THE WORLD 53 

nailing up on the wall the picture of the little hoy in 
the Arab fez, and, having her own theory about why 
he had taken it down in the library, she said— 

There 1 It will be conapany for your lordship, and 
nobody will ask questions about it here.” 

\Yhen Fatimah had gone the Consul-General could 
not but think of Gordon. He ahvays thought of him 
at that hour of the night, and the picture of his son 
that rose in his mind’s eye w’as ahvays the same. It ivas 
a picture of Gordon’s deadly wiiite face with its trem- 
bling lower lip, as he stood bolt upright while his medals 
w'ere being torn from liis breast, and then said, in that 
voice w^hich his father could never forget : “ General, 
the time may come w^hen it wall be even more painful 
to you to remember all this than it has been to me to 
bear it.” 

Oh, that Gordon could be here now and see for him- 
self wLat a sorry charlatan, what a self-deceived quack 
and conspirator, w’-as the man in whose defence he had 
allowed his own valuable life to rush down to a con- 
fused welter of wreck and ruin 1 

As the Consul-General got into bed he was thinking 
of Helena. What a glorious, courageous, resourceful 
w^oman she was I It carried his mind back to Biblical 
days to find anything equal to her daring and her 
success. But what was the price she had paid for 
them ? He remembered something the Sirdar had said 
of a marriage, a sort of betrothal,” and then he re- 
called the w’-ords of her first letter : I know exactly 
how far I intend to go, and I shall go no farther. I 
know exactly what I intend to do, and I shall do it 
without fear or remorse.” 

What had happened in the Soudan ? What was 
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iiappening there now ? In what battle-whirlwind had 
that splendid girl’s magnificent victory been won ? 


CHAPTER XIX 

Meantbce Helena in Khartoum %vas feeling like a 
miserable traitress. 

She had condemned an innocent man to death ! 
Ishmael had not Mlled her father, yet she had taken 
such steps that the moment he entered Cairo he would 
be w alkin g to his doom I 

One after another sweet and cruel memories crowded 
upon her, and in the light of the awful truth as Gordon 
had revealed it, she began to see Ishmael with quite 
difierent eyes. All she had hitherto thought evil in his 
character now looked like good ; what she had taken 
for hypocrisy was sincerity ; what she had supposed 
to be subtlety was simplicity. His real nature was a 
rebuke to every one of her preconceived ideas. The 
thought of his tenderness, his modesty, his devotion, 
and even the unselfishness which had led to their be- 
trothal, cut her to the heart. Yet she had doomed 
him to destruction. The letter she had written to the 
Consul-General was his death-warrant. 

That night she could fix her mind on nothing except 
the horror of her position, but next morning she set 
herself to think out schemes for stopping the conse- 
quences of her own act. 

The Mack boy was gone ; it was not possible to over- 
take him ; there was no other train to Egypt for four 
days, but there was the telegraph — she could make use 
of that. 
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‘'I’ll telegraph to the Consul-General to pay no 
attention to my letter/’ she thought. 

Useless ! The Consul-General would ask himself 
searching questions and take his precautions just the 
same. 

“I’ll telegraph that my letter is a forgery,” she 
thought. 

Madness I The Consul-General would ask himself 
how, if it was a forgery, she could know anything 
about it. 

“ I’E go across to the Sirdar and tell him every- 
thing, and leave him to act for both of us as he thinks 
best ! ” 

Impossible ! How could she explain her position to 
the Sirdar without betraying Gordon’s identity and 
thereby leading to his arrest ? 

That settled everything. There was no escape from 
the consequences of her conduct, no way to put an 
end to the network of dangers by which she had sur- 
rounded Ishmael. Mosie was now far on his way to 
Cairo ; he carried to the Consul-General not only her 
own letter but also the original of Ishmael’s letter to the 
Chancellor of El Azhar. The hideous work was done. 

Two days passed, during which her over-excited feel- 
ings seemed to paralyse all her powers of thought. 
Then a new idea took possession of her, and she set 
herself to undo what she had done with Ishmael himself. 
Little by little, in tremulous tones, and with a stiH 
deeper sense of duplicity than before, she began to 
express halting doubts of the success of their enter- 
prise. 

“ I have been thinking about it,” she said nervously, 
“ and now I fear 
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IVliat do you fear, 0 Rani ? ” asked Ishmael. 

I fear,” said Helena, trembling visibly, ‘‘ that tlie 
moment tlie Government learn from the Sirdar, as they 
needs must, that the great body of your people have 
left Ivliartoum, and are travelling north, they will 
recall the British army to protect the capital and 
thus ” 

But Ishmael interrupted her with a laugh. 

If the day of the Redeemer has come,” he said, 
will human armies liinder him ? Ho ! ” 

It was useless ! Ishmael was now more than ever an 
enthusiast, a fanatic, a visionary. His spiritual ecstasy 
swept away every obstacle, and made him blind to 
every danger. 

Helena felt like a witch who was trying to undo the 
e:Sects of her charm. She could not undo them. She 
could not destroy the potency of the spell she herself 
had raised, and the effort to do so put her into a fever 
of excitement. 

Two days more passed like this, and still Helena was 
in the toils of her own actions. From time to time she 
saw^ Gordon as he sat at meals or moved about the 
house. He did not speak to her, and she dropped her 
head in shame as often as they came close together. 
But at length she caught a look in his face which seemed 
to her to say, Are you really going to let an innocent 
man walk into the jaws of death ? ” 

That brought her wavering mind to a quick con- 
clusion. Gordon was waiting for her to speak. She 
must speak ! She must confess everything ! She 
must tell Ishmael what she had done, and by what 
tragic error she had done it. At any cost, no matter 
what, she must put an end to the false situation in. 
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-which slie lived, and thus redeem hersel! in Gordon's 
eyes and in her own. 

At noon that day, being Friday, Ishmael preached in 
the mosque, delivering a still more fervent and pas- 
sionate message. The kingdom of heaven which the 
Lord Isa had foretold was soon to come I When it 
came God would lend them legions of angels, if need 
be, to protect the oppressed and to uphold the down- 
trodden ! Therefore let the cliildren of God fear no- 
thing from the powers and principalities of the world I 
Their pilgrimage was safe ! Ho harm could come to 
them, for however their feet might slip the arms of 
the Compassionate would bear them up ! 

As Ishmael’s ecstasy had increased so had the de- 
votion of his people, and when he returned home they 
followed him in a dense crowd through the streets 
shouting the wildest acclamations. 

Out of the way ! The Master is coming ! The 
Mes enger is here ! AUah ! El Hamdulliiiah 1 " 

Helena heard them, but she did not hear Ishmael re- 
prove them, as in earlier days he had been wont to do. 

She w^as standing in the guest-room, and the noise of 
the approaching crowd had brought Gordon from his 
bedroom, at the moment when Ishmael, surrounded by 
a group of his people, stepped into the house. 

Ishmael w'as in a state of excitement amounting to 
exaltation, and after holding out hands both to Helena 
and Gordon he turned to his followers to dismiss them. 

“ Go back now," he said, ‘‘ and to-night, two hours 
after sunset, let the Ulema and the Notables come 
to me that we may decide on the details of our pil- 
grimage." 

Allah ! El Hamdulliiiah ! " cried the people. 
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llore than ever they were like creatures possessed. 
Hungry and ragged as many of them were, the new 
magnificence that was to be given to their lives ap- 
X^eared to be abeady shining in their eyes. 

Helena saw this, and her heart was smitten with re- 
morse at the thought of the cruel confession she had 
decided to make. She could not make it in sight of the 
hoT)es it must destroy. But neither could she look 
into Gordon’s searching face and remain silent, and as 
soon as the crowd had gone, she made an effort to 
sj)eak. 

“ Ishmael,” she said, trembling all over, there is 
something I wish to say — ^if it will not displease you.” 

“ Kothing the Rani can say will displease me,” said 
Ishmael. 

He was looking at her with the expression of en- 
thusiastic admiration wliich she had seen in his eyes 
before. It was hard to go on. 

Your intentions are now known to everybody,” she 
said. “ You have not hidden them from any of your 
own people. That has been very trustful, very noble, 
but still 

Still — ^what, my sister ? ” 

^‘'If somebody . . . should betray your scheme to 
the Government, and . . . and the moment you set 
foot in Cairo 

Again Ishmael interrupted her with a laugh. 

Impossible ! ” he said, smiling upon her with his 
bright and joyous eyes. Islam has only one heart, 
one soul, one mind.” 

Then taking her quivering hand and leading her 
to the door, he pointed to the camp outside and 
said — 
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Look ! Ten tliousand of our poor unliappy people 
are there. They have come to me from the tyrannies 
of cruel taskmasters and have been true to me through 
the temptations of hunger and thirst. Some of them are 
from Cairo and are waiting to return home. All are 
the cMldren of Islam, and are looking for the coming 
of the Expected who brings peace and joy. Is there 
one of them who will betray me now ? Not one 1 
Treachery would injure me, but it -would hurt the 
betrayer more.” 

Then vith the same expression of enthusiastic ad- 
miration, and in a stni tenderer and softer voice, he 
began to laugh and to rally her, saying he knew well 
what was going on in his sweet sister’s mind — that 
though her brave spirit had devised the plan they had 
adopted, yet now that the time was near for carrying 
it into execution her womanly heart was failing her, 
and affectionate anxiety for his O'^vn safety was marking 
her afraid. 

“ But have no fear at aU,” he said, standing behind 
her and smoothing her cheek with a light touch of his 
tapering fingers. ‘‘If this is God’s work will God 
forget me ? No ! ” 

With a sense of stifling duplicity Helena made one 
more effort and said — 

“ Still, who knows, there may be some one ” 

‘‘ None, 0 Rani ! ” 

“ But don’t you know ” 

'' I don’t want to know anything except one tiling — 
that God guides and directs me.” 

Again he laughed, and asked where was the kufiali 
(the Bedouin head-dress) which she had promised to 
make for his disguise. 
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“ Get to work at it quick,” he said ; “ it will be wanted 
soon, my sister.” 

And then, clax:)ping his hands for the mid-day meal, 
he went into his room to prepare for it, leaving Gordon 
and Helena for some moments alone together. 

Gordon had been standing aside in the torment of 
a liundred mixed emotions, and now he and Helena 
spoke in wliispers. 

He is determined to go into Cairo,” she said. 

Quite determined.” 

Oh, is there no way to prevent liim ? ” 

None now — ^unless 

Unless — ^what ? ” she asked eagerly. 

Let us . . . Let us 'wait and see,” said Gordon, and 
then Abdullah came in to lay the table. 


CHAPTER XX 

As soon as the mid-day meal was over Gordon escaped 
to his room — ^the room he shared with Ishmael — and 
throwing himself down on the angerib with his hands 
clasped across his face, he tried to think out the situa- 
tion in which he found himself, to gaze into the depths 
of his conscience, and to see where he was and what he 
ought to do. 

So violent was the state of his soul that he sat there 
a long time before he could link together his memories 
01 what had happened since he arrived in Khartoum. 

‘‘ Am I dreaming ? ” he asked himself again and 
again, as one by one his thoughts rolled over Mm like 
tempestuous waves. 
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The first thing he saw clearly was that Islimael was 
not now the same man that he had known at Alexandria ‘ 
that the anxieties, responsibilities, and sufferings he had 
gone through as a religious leader had dissipated his 
strong common sense ; and that as a consequence the 
caution whereby men guard their conduct had gone. 

He also saw that IshmaeFs spiritual ecstasy had 
reached a point not far removed from madness ; that 
his faith in divine guidance, divine guardianship, divine 
intervention had become an absolute obsession. 

Therefore it was hopeless to try to move him from 
his purpose by any appeals on the score of danger to 
liimself or to his people. 

“ He is determined to go into Cairo,’’ thought Gordon, 
“ and into Cairo he wiU go.” 

The next thing Gordon saw, as he examined the 
situation before him, was that Helena was powerless to 
undo the work which by the cruel error of fate she had 
1 been led to do ; that her act was irrevocable ; that 
there was no calling it back, and that it would go from 
its consequences to the consequences of its consequences. 

Helena’s face appeared to him, and his heart bled 
for her as he thought of how she passed before him — 
she who had always been so bold and gay — ^with her 
once proud head bent low. He remembered her former 
strength and self-reliance ; her natural force and grace ; 
her fearless daring and that dash of devilry which had 
been for him one of her greatest charms ; and then he 
thought of her false position in that house, brought 
there by her own will, held there by her own act — a 
tragic figure of a woman in the meshes of her own net. 

She cannot continue to live like this. It is impos- 
sible. Yet what can the end be ? ” he asked liimself. 
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Hours passed like this. His head under his hot 
hands burned and his temples throbbed, yet no ray of 
light emerged from the darkness surrounding him. 

But at length the man in him, the soldier and the 
lover, swept down every obstacle, and he told himself 
that he must save Helena from the consequences of her 
own conduct whatever the result might be. 

I must I I must ! ” he kept on repeating as 
Helena’s face rose before him ; and after a while this 
blind resolution brought him at one stride to a new 
idea. 

Ishmael was determined to go into Cairo, but there 
was one way to prevent him doing so — that he, Gordon 
himself, should go instead ! 

When he first thought of that his temples beat so 
violently that it seemed as if they would burst, and he 
felt as if he had been brought to the very brink of 
despair. Seeing nothing before him but instant arrest 
the moment he entered the city, it seemed to be a pitiful 
end to his long journey across the desert, a poor sequel 
to his fierce struggle with himself, and to the mystic 
hopes with which he had buoyed up his heart, that 
immediately after he had reached Khartoum he should 
turn back to his death. 

Work, mission, redemption — all that had so recently 
had a meaning for him had disappeared. But his heart 
rose when he remembered that if he did what he had 
determined to do he would break the cruel error of fate 
whereby Ishmael had been doomed to die for an offence 
he did not commit. 

What was the first fact of this cruel situation ? That 
Helena had believed Ishmael to be guilty of the death 
of her father. But Ishmael was innocent, whereas he^ 
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Gordon, was guilty 1 Could lie allow an innocent man 
to clie or bis crime ? 

That brought Mm to the crisis of his conscience. It 
settled everything. Destiny, acting under the blind 
force of a poor girl’s ove for her father, was sending 
Ishmael to his death. But destiny should be defeated ! 
He should pay his own penalty ! Ishmael should be 
snatched from the doom that threatened him, and 
Helena should be saved from lifelong remorse. 

‘‘Yes, yes, I must go into Cairo instead,” he told 
himself. 

It had grown late by this time, and the bedroom had 
become dark when Abdullah knocked at the door and 
said that the Sheikhs were in the guest-room and 
Ishmael w^as asking for Omar. 

Under its roof thatched with stalks of durah, lit 
by lamps suspended from its rafters, the Ulema and 
Hotables of Khartoum — ^the same that visited the Sirdar 
— ^liad gathered soon after sunset, and squatting on the 
divans covered by carpets and cushions, had drunk 
their coffee and talked in their winding, circuitous 
Eastern way of the business before them, and particu- 
larly of the Wliite Lady’s part in it, while they waited 
for Ishmael, who was still at the mosque. 

“ Yes,” the vivacious old Pasha had said, no matter 
how great a man may be, when he undertakes an 
enterprise like this he should always consult ten of his 
friends,” 

But great ones are not great in friends,” said a 
younger Sheikh. ‘‘ What if he has not got ten ? ” 

Then let him consult one friend ten times over.” 

“ Kay, but if he stands so high that he has not got 
even one friend ? ” 
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Then,’’ said the old man, a sly look over his 
shoulder towards the women’s side of the house, let 
him consult his wife, and, whatever she advises, let him 
do the contrary.” 

Gordon in his Bedouin dress entered the guest- 
room, Ishmael was sitting in the midst of his people, 
and he called to liim to take the seat by his right side. 

But where is the Eani ? ” he asked, looking round, 
whereupon Abdullah answered that she was still in her 
room, and the old Pasha hinted that in the emancipa- 
tion of the Eastern woman perhaps women themselves 
would be the chief impediment. 

I know ! I know ! ” said Ishmael. ‘‘ But all the 
same we must turn our hacks on the madness of a 
bygone age that woman is inferior to man, and her 
counsel is not to be trusted. Bring her, Abdullah.” 

A few minutes afterwards Helena, wearing her Indian 
veil hut vith her face uncovered, entered the guest- 
room with downcast eyes, followed by the Arab woman 
and the child. 

It cut Gordon to the heart to see her look of shame 
and of confusion, hut Ishmael saw nothing in Helena’s 
manner except maidenly modesty under the eyes of so 
many men, and making a place for her on his left, he 
began without further delay on the business that had 
brought them together. 

They -were about to win a dear victory for God, but 
it was to be a wliite war, a bloodless revolution. The 
heartless festivities that were to be held in honour of 
the birthday of the King who lived across the seas 
while people perished in Egypt, were to reach their 
climax something more than a month hence. There- 
fore the great caravan of God’s children who were to 
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cross tte desert by camel and horse and iU'S, in nrdi r 
that they might meet the Expected One uhen he ap 
peared in Cairo, should start within a week. Hut fl.i 
messenger of God who had to prepare the path hi'hn* 
them must go by train, and ho ought to leave* Khartoum 
in four days. 

Other preliminaries of the pilgrimage thi^re lo 
arrange, and after the manner of ihc‘ir kind the KhriklH 
talked long and leisurely, agreeing linally thatf 
should go first into Cairo in the disguise of a Bochiiiin 
Sheikh to make sure of the success of their mL^>ioin nnrl 
that Omar (Gordon) should follow him in command 
the body of the people. 

At length there was silence for a moment, and then 
Ishmael said — 

“ Is there anything else, my brotlun’s ? 

And at that Gordon, who had !K)t spoken behne. 
turned to him and answered, in the style as \u‘l! t!ic 
language of the Arabs — 

‘'Listen, I beg of you, to my words, aiui forLd\e inc 
if what I say is not pleasing to you or yotirsd^ 

“Speak, Omar Benani, speak,*’ said Ishmach liiun^t 
his right hand, with an affectionate gesitire, on Ck»rd*oii s 
left. 

There was a moment of silence, in which Gonloii I'oiild 
distinctly hear the sound of Helena’s breatliiiig. 
he said — 

“Eeverse your order, 0 my brother, ami let me go 
first into Cairo.” 

A tingling electrical cuiTent seemecl |kw ilrroiigh 
the air of the room, and again Gordon heard the hwihI, 

of Helena’s laboured breathing, but no on<« spoke etn pf 
Isbmael, who said in a soft voice— 
n. 
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But why, Omar, why ? ’’ 

Gordon braced himself up and answered — 

“ First, because it best becomes a messenger of God 
to enter Cairo in the company of his people, not alone 
and in disguise.” 

And next ? ” 

‘‘Next, because I know Cairo better than Ishmael, 
and all that he can do I can do, and more.” 

There was another moment of tense silence, and then 
Ishmael said — 

“ I listen to your sincere proposal, 0 my brother, 
but before I answer it I ask for the counsel of my 
friends.” 

Then raising his voice he cried, “ Companions, you 
have heard what Omar Benani has said — ^which of us is 
it to be ? ” 

At that the tense atmosphere in the room broke 
into eager and impetuous speech. First came, as needs 
must in an Eastern conclave, some gusts of questions, 
then certain breezes of protest, but finally a strong 
and unbroken current of assent. 

“ Master,” said one of the Sheikhs, “ I have eaten 
bread and salt with you, therefore I will not deceive 
you. Let Omar go first. He can do all that Ishmael 
can do and run no risk.” 

“ Messenger of the Merciful,” said another, “ neither 
win I deceive you. Omar knows Cairo best. There- 
fore let him go first.” 

After others had answered in the same way Ishniael 
turned to Mahmud, his uncle, whereupon the old man 
wiped his rheumy eyes and said — 

“ Your life is in God’s hand, 0 son of my brother, 
and man cannot escape his destiny. If it is God’s wiH 
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tbat yon slionld be tlie jSrst to go into Cairo you 
go, and God will protect you. But speaking for myself, 
I should think it a shame and a humiliation that the 
father of his people should not enter the city Ttitli his 
cliildren. If Omar says he can do as much as you, 
believe him — ^the white man does not lie.” 

No sooner had the old man concluded than the whole 
company mth one voice shouted that they were all of 
the same opinion, whereupon Ishmael cried — 

“ So be it, then ! Omar it shall be 1 And do not 
think for one moment that I grudge your choice.’’ 

‘‘ El Hamdullillah ! ” shouted the company, as from 
a sense of otherwise inexpressible relief. 

Meantime Gordon was conscious only of Helena’s 
violent agitation. Though he dared not look at her, he 
seemed to see her feverish face and the expression of 
terror in her lustrous eyes. At length, when the shouts 
of the Sheikhs had subsided, he heard her tremulous 
voice saying hurriedly to Ishmael — 

‘‘ Do not listen to them.” 

But why, my Eani ? ” Ishmael asked in a whisper. 

She tiied to answer him and could not. Because 
. . . because ” 

“ Because — ^viiat ? ” asked Ishmael again. 

“ Oh, I don’t know — ^I can’t think — ^but I beg you, I 
entreat you not to let Omar go into Cairo.” 

Her agitated voice caused another moment of silence, 
and then Ishmael said in a soft, indulgent tone — 

I understand you, 0 my Eani. This may be the task 
of greatest danger, but it is the place of highest honour 
too, and you would fain see no man except your husband 
assigned to it. But Omar is of me and I am of him, 
and there can be no pride nor jealousy between us.” 
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And then, taking Gordon by tbe right hand, while 
with his left he was holding Helena, he said — 

Omar, my friend, my brother ! ” 

El Hamdullillah ! ’’ cried the Sheikhs again, and 
then one by one they rose to go. 

Helena rose too, and with her face aflame and her 
breath coming in gusts she hurried back to her room. 
The Arab woman followed her in a moment, and mth 
a mocking smile in her glinting eyes, she said — 

“ How happy you must be, 0 lady, that some one 
else than your husband is to go into thafc place of 
danger ! ” 

But Helena could bear no more. 

‘‘ Go out of the room this moment ! I cannot endure 
you ! I hate you 1 Go, woman, go 1 ” she cried. 

Zenoba fled before the fury in her lady’s face, but at 
the next moment Helena had dropped to the floor and 
burst into a flood of tears. 

When she regained possession of herself, the child, 
Ayesha, was embracing her and, mthout knowing why, 
was w^eeping over her wet cheeks. 


CHAPTER XXI 

Now that Gordon was to take IshmaeFs place, Helena 
found herself deeper than evev in the toils of her own 
plot. She could see nothing but death before Mm as 
the result of Ms return to Cairo. If his identity were 
diseoYered, he would die for Ms own offences as a soldier. 
If it were not discovered, he would be executed for 
IshmaeFs conspiracies as she had made them knovm. 
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Ok, it cannot be ! It must not be ! It shall not 
be ! ” she continued to say to herself, but without seeing 
a way to prevent it. 

Never for a moment, in her anxiety to save Gordon 
from stepping into the pit she had dug for Ishmael, 
did she allow herself to think that, being the real cause 
of her father’s death, he deserved the penalty she had 
prepared for the guilty man. Her mind had altered 
towards that event since the man concerned in it had 
changed. The more she thought of it tbe more sure 
she became that it was a totally difierent thing, and in 
the strict sense hardly a crime at all. 

In the first place, she reminded herself that her father 
had suffered from an affection of the heart vliich must 
have contributed to his death, even if it had not been 
the principal cause of it. How could she have for- 
gotten that fact untfl now ? 

Remembering her father’s excitement and exhaustion 
when she saw him last, she could see for the first time, 
by the light of Gordon’s story, what had afterwards 
occurred — ^the burst of ungovernable passion, the 
struggle, the fall, the death. 

Then she told herself that Gordon had not intended 
to kill her father, and whatever he had done had been 
for love of her. “ Helena was mine, and you have taken 
her from me, and broken her heart as well as my own.” 
Yes, love for her and the torment of losing her had 
brought Gordon back to the Citadel after he had been 
ordered to return to his quarters. Love for her, and 
the delirium of a broken heart, had wrung out of him the 
insults which had led to the quarrel that resulted in 
her father’s death. 

In spite of her lingering tenderness for the memory 
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of her father, she began to see how much he had been 
to blame for what had happened — to think of the gross 
indignity, the frightful shame, the nnmercKul and even 
unlawful degradation to “which in his towering rage he 
had subjected Gordon. The scene came back to her 
with horrible distinctness now — her father crying in a 
half-stified voice, ‘‘ You are a traitor ! A traitor who 
has consorted wdth the enemies of his country ! ” and 
then tearing Gordon’s sword from its scabbard and 
brealdng it across his knee. 

But seeing this, she also saw her own share in what 
had occurred. At the moment of Gordon’s deepest 
humiliation she had driven him away from her. Her 
pride had conquered her love, and instead of flinging 
herself into his arms as she ought to have done, whether 
he was in the right or in the wrong, when everybody 
else was trampling upon him, she had insulted him 
with reproaches and turned her back upon him in liis 
disgrace. 

That scene came back to her, too — Gordon at the 
door of the General’s house, with his deadly white face 
and trembling lips, stammering out, “ I couldn’t help 
it, Helena — ^i't was impossible for me to act otherwise,” 
and then, bareheaded as he was, and with every badge 
of rank and honour gone, staggering across the garden 
to the gate. 

When she thought of all this now it seemed to her 
that, if anybody had been to blame for her father’s 
death, it w^as not Gordon, hut herself. His had been the 
hand, the blind hand only, but the heart that had 
wrought the evil had been hers. 

Oh, it cannot be ! it shah not be ! ” she continued 
to say to herself, and just as she had tried to undo her 
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work with. Ishmael when he was bent on going into 
Cairo, so she determined to do the same Gordons 
now that he had stepped into IshmaeFs place. 

Her opportunity came soon. 

A little before mid-day of the day following the 
meeting of the Sheikhs, she was alone in the guest-room, 
sitting at the brass table that served her as a desk — 
Ishmael being in the camp, Zenoba and the child in the 
town, and old Mahmud still in bed — ^when Gordon came 
out of the men’s quarter and walked towards the door 
as if intending to pass out of the house. 

He had seen her as he came from his bedroom, with 
one of her hands pressed to her brow% and a feeling of 
inexpressible pity and unutterable longing had so taken 
possession of him, with the thought that he w^as soon 
to lose her — the most precious gift life had given him 
— that he had tried to steal away. 

But instinctively she felt his approach, and with a 
trembling voice she called to him, so he returned and 
stood by her side. 

Why are you doing tliis ? ” she said. You know 
what I mean. Why are you doing it ? ” 

You know quite well why I am doing it, Helena. 
Ishmael was determined to go to his death. There was 
only one way to prevent him. I had to take it.” 

But you are going to death yourself — ^isn’t that 
so?” 

He did not answer. He w^as trying not to look at her. 

‘‘ Or perhaps you see some way of escape — do you ? ” 

StiU he did not speak — ^he was even trying not to 
hear her. 

“ If not, why are you going into Cairo instead of 
Ishmael ? ” 
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“ Don’t ask me that, Helena. I would rather not 
answer yon.” 

Suddenly the tears came into her eyes, and after a 
moment’s silence she said — 

“ I know ! I understand ! But remember your 
father. He loves you. You may not think it, but he 
does — am sure he does. Yet if you go into Cairo you 
know quite well what he will do.” 

“ My father is a great man, Helena. He will do his 
duty w^hatever happens — ^what he believes to be his duty.” 

Certainly he will, but all the same, do you think he 
win not suffer ? And do you wish to put him into the 
position of being compelled to cut off his own son ? Is 
that right ? Can anything — anything in the world — 
make it necessary ? ” 

Gordon did not answer her, but under the strain of 
his emotion he tightened his lips, and his pinched nostrils 
began to dilate like the nostrils of a horse. 

“ Then remember your mother, too,” said Helena. 

She is weak and ill. It breaks my heart to think of 
her as I saw her last. She believes that you have fled 
away to some foreign country, but she is living in the 
hope that time will justify you, and then you wiU be 
reconciled to your father, and come back to her again. 
Is this how you would come back ? . . . Oh, it will 
kin her ! I’m sure it will ! ” 

She saw that Gordon’s strong and manly face was 
now utterly discomposed, and she could not help but 
follow up her advantage. 

Then think a little of me too, Gordon. This is all 
my fault, and if an 3 d}Hng is done to you in Cairo it 
will be just the same to me as if I had done it. Do 
you wish me to die of remorse ? ” 
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She saw that he was straggling to restrain liimself, 
and turning her beautiful -wet eyes upon him and laying 
her hand on his arm, she said — 

“ Don’t go back to Cairo, Gordon 1 Por my sake, 
for your own sake, for our love’s sake ” 

But Gordon could bear no more, and he cried in a low, 
hoarse whisper — 

‘‘ Helena, for heaven’s sake, don’t speak so. I knew 
it wouldn’t be easy to do what I intended to do, and it 
isn’t easy. But don’t make it harder for me than it is, 
I beg, I pray.” 

She tried to speak again, but he would not listen- 

“ When you sent the message into Cairo which doomed 
Ishmael to death you thought he had killed your father. 
If he had really done so he would have deserved all 
you did to him. But he hadn’t, whereas I had. Do 
you think I can let an innocent man die for my 
crime ? ” 

‘‘ But, Gordon — ” she began, and again he stopped 
her. 

Don’t speak about it, Helena. For heaven’s sake, 
don’t ! I’ve fought this battle with myself before, and 
I can’t fight it over again — with your eyes upon me 
too, your voice in my ears, and your presence by my 
side.” 

He was trying to move away, and she w^as still clings 
ing to his arm. 

‘‘Don’t speak about our love, either. All that is 
over now. You must know it is. There is a barrier 
between us that can never 

His voice %vas breaking and he w^as struggling to tear 
himself av/ay from her, but she leapt to her feet and 
cried — 
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Gordon, you shall hear me — ^you must ! ” and then 
he stopped short and looked at her. 

“ You think you were the cause of my father’s death, 
hut you were not,” she said. 

His mouth opened, iiis lips trembled, he grew deadly 
pale. 

“You think, too, that there is a barrier of blood 
between us, but there is no such thing.” 

“ Take care of what you are saying, Helena.” 

“ What I am saying is the truth, Gordon — ^it is God’s 
truth.” 

He looked blankly at her for a moment in silence, 
then laid hold of her violently by both arms, gazed 
closely into her face, and said in a low, trembling voice — 

“ Helena, if you knew what it is to live for months 
under the shadow of a sin — an awful sin — an unpardon- 
able sin — surely you wouldn’t . . . But why don’t you 
speak ? Speak, girl, speak ! ” 

Then Helena looked fearlessly back into his excited 
face and said — 

“ Gordon, do you remember that you came to my 
room in the Citadel before you went in to that . . . 
that fatal interview ? ” 

“ Yes, yes 1 How can I forget it ? ” 

“ Do you also remember what I told you then, that 
whatever happened that day I could never leave my 
father ? ” 

“ Yes, certainly, yes.” 

“ Do you remember that you asked me why, and I 
said I couldn’t tell you because it was a secret — some- 
body else’s secret ? ” 

“ Well ? ” His pulses were beating violently ; she 
could feel them throbbing on her arms. 
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Gordon,’’ she said, do you know what that secret 
was ? I can tell you now. Do you know what it 
was ? ” 

mat ? ” 

‘='That my father w^as suffering from heart-disease, 
and had already received his death-warrant.” 

She waited for Gordon to speak, hut he was almost 
afraid to breathe. 

‘‘He didn’t know his condition until w^e arrived in 
Egypt, and then perhaps he ought to have resigned iiis 
commission, but he had been out of the service for tw o 
years, and the temptation to remain was too much for 
him, so he asked me to promise to say nothing about it.” 

Gordon released her arms and she sat down again. 
He stood over her, breathing fast and painfully. 

“ I thought you ought to have been told at the time 
when w^e became engaged, but my father said, ‘ No ! 
Why put him in a false position, and burden him with 
responsibilities he ought not to bear ? ’ ” 

Helena’s own voice was breaking now, and as Gordon 
listened to it he w^as looking dowm at her flushed face, 
which was thinner than before but more beautiful than 
ever in his eyes, and a hundredfold more touching than 
when it first won his heart. 

“ I tried to tell you that day, too, before you w^ent 
into the General’s office, so that you might see for 
yourself, dear, that if you separated yourself from my 
father I ... I couldn’t possibly follow you, but there 
w^as my promise, and then . . . then my pride and . . , 
and something you said that pained and wounded 
me ” 

“ I know, I know, I know/,” he said. 

But now,” she continued, rising to her feet again. 
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'' now/’ she repeated, in the same trembling voice, but 
with a look of joy and triumph, ‘‘ now that you have 
told me what happened after your return to the Citadel, 
I see quite clearly — am sure — ^perfectly sure — ^that my 
dear father died not by your hand at all, but by the 
hand and the will of God.” 

“ Helena ! Helena ! ” cried Gordon, and in the 
tempest of his love and the overwhelming sense of 
boundless relief he hung his arms about her and covered 
her face with kisses. 

One long moment of immeasurable joy they were 
permitted to know, and then the hand of fate snatched 
at them again. 

From their intoxicating happiness they w^ere awakened 
by a voice. It was only the voice of the muezzin call- 
ing to mid-day prayers, but it seemed to be reproach- 
ing them, separating them, tearing them asunder, 
reminding them of where they were now, and what 
they were, and that God was over them. 



Their lips parted, their arms fell away from each 
other, and irresistibly, simultaneously, as if by an im- 
pulse of the same heart, they dropped to their knees 
to pray for pardon. 

The voice of the muezzin ceased, and in the silence 
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of the following moment they heard a soft footstep 
coming behind. 

It was Ishmael. He did not speak to either of them, 
but seeing them on their knees, at the horn* of mid-day 
prayers, he stepped up and knelt between. 


CHAPTER XXII 

Wheist Gordon had time to examine the new situation 
in which he found himself he saw that he was now in a 
worse case than before. 

It had been an inexpressible relief to realise that he 
was not the first cause of the General’s death, and 
therefore that conscience did not require him to go into 
Cairo in order to protect Ishmael from the consequences 
of a crime he did not commit. But no sooner had he 
passed this great crisis than he was brought up against 
a great test. What was it to him that he could save 
his life if he had to lose Helena ? 

Helena was now Ishmael’s wife — betrothed to him by 
the most sacred pledges of Mohammedan law. If the 
barrier of blood which had kept him from Helena had 
been removed, the barrier of marriage which kept 
Helena from him remained. 

What can we do ? ” he asked himself, and for a 
long time he saw no answer. 

In the fierce struggle that followed, honour and duty 
seemed to say, that inasmuch as Helena had entered 
into this union of her own free will— however passively 
acquiescing in its strange conditions — she must abide 
by it, and he must leave her where she was and crush 
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down Ms consuming passion, wMch was an unholy 
passion now. But honour and duty are halting and 
timorous guides in the presence of love, and when 
Gordon came to think of Helena as the actual wife of 
Ishmael he was conscious of nothing but the flame that 
w^as burning at Ms heart’s core. 

Remembering wdiat Helena had told Mm, and what 
he had seen since he came to that house, he reminded 
himself that after all the marriage was only a marriage 
fro forma, a promise made under the mysterious com- 
pulsion of fate, a contract of convemence and perhaps 
generosity on the one side, and on the other side of 
dark and calculating designs wMch would not bear to 
be thought of any longer, being a result of the blind 
leading of a'ivful passions under circumstances of the 
most irresistible provocation. 

When he came to tMnk of love he was dead to every- 
thing else. Ishmael did not love Helena, whereas he, 
Gordon, loved her with all Ms heart and soul and 
strength. She was everything in life to him, and 
though he might have gone to Ms death without her, it 
was impossible to live and leave her behind Mm. 

TMnking so, he began to conjure up the picture of 
a time when Ishmael, under the influence of Helena’s 
beauty and charm, might perhaps forget the bargain 
between them, and claim Ms rights as a husband, and 
then the thought of her beautiful head with its dark 
curling locks as it lay in Ms arms that day lying in 
the arms of the Arab, with Ishmael’s sw^arthy face 
above her, so tortured him that it swept a%vay every 
other consideration. 

It must not, shall not, cannot be ! ” he told himself. 

And that brought him to the final thought that since 
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he loved Helena, and since Helena loved him and not 
her husband, their position in Ishmael’s house was 
utterly false and wrong, and could not possibly continue. 

“ It is not fair even to Ishmael himself,” he thought. 

And when, struggling with his conscience, he asked 
himseK how he was to put an end to the odious and 
miserable situation, he concluded at once that he would 
go boldly to Ishmael and tell him the whole story of 
Helena’s error and temptation, thereby securing his 
sympathy and extricating all of them from the position 
in which they were placed. 

‘‘Anything will be better than the present state of 
things,” he thought, as he reflected upon the difficult 
and delicate task he intended to undertake. 

But after a moment he saw that while it would be 
hard to explain Helena’s impulse of vengeance to the man 
who had been the object of it, to tell him of the message 
she had sent into Cairo would be utterly impossible. 

“ I cannot say anything to Ishmael about that,” he 
thought, and the only logical sequence of ideas w^as that 
he could not say anything to Ishmael at all. 

This left him with only one conclusion — that inas- 
much as it was impossible that he and Helena could 
remain any longer in that house, and equally impossible 
that they could leave it with Ishmael’s knowledge and 
consent, there vras nothing for them to do but to fly 
away. 

He found it hard to reconcile himself to the idea of 
a secret flight. The very thought of it seemed to put 
them into the position of adulterers, deceiving an un- 
suspecting husband. But when he remembered the 
scene in the guest-room that day, the moment of over- 
powering love, the irresistible Mss, and then the crush- 
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iiig sense of duplicity, as Ishmael entered and without 
a thought of treachery knelt between them, he told 
himself that at any cost whatsoever he must put an 
end to the false position in which they lived. 

We must do it soon — ^the sooner the better,” he 
thought. 

Though he had lived so long vlth the thought of 
losing Helena, that kiss had in a moment put his soul 
and body into a flame. He knew that his love was 
blinding him to certain serious considerations, and that 
some of these would rise up later and perhaps accuse 
him of selfishness or disloyalty or worse. But he could 
only think of Helena now, and his longing to possess 
her made him dead to everything else. 

In a fever of excitement he began to think out plans 
for their escape, and reflecting that two days had still 
to pass before the train left Khartoum by which it had 
been intended that he should travel in his character as 
Ishmael’s messenger, he decided that it was impossible 
for them to wait for that. 

They must get away at once by camel if not by rail. 
And remembering Osman, his former guide and com- 
panion, he concluded to go over to the Gordon College 
and secure his aid. 

Having reached this point, he asked himself if he 
ought not to obtain Helena’s consent before going any 
further ; but no, he would not wait even for that. And 
then, remembering how utterly crushed she was, a 
victim of storm and tempest, a bird with a broken wing, 
he assumed the attitude of strength towards her, telling 
himself she was a woman after all, and it was his duty 
as a man to think and to act for her. 

So he set out in haste to see Osman, and when, on 
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Ms way tiirougli the town, he passed (T;\dthout being 
recognised) a former comrade in khaki, a Colonel of 
Lancers, whose life had been darkened by the loss of 
Ms wife through the treachery of a brother officer, he 
felt no qualms at all at the thought of taking Helena 
from IshmaeL 

“Ours is a different case altogether,” he said, and 
then he told himself that their life would be all the 
brighter in the future because it had had this terrible 
event in it. 

It was late and dark when he returned from the 
Gordon College, and then old Mahmud’s house was as 
busy as a fair, vdth people coming and going on errands 
relating to the impending pilgrimage, but he watched 
his ^opportunity to speak to Helena, and as soon as 
Ishmael, who was more than commonly animated and 
excited that night, had dismissed his followers and 
gone to the door to drive them home, he approached 
her and whispered in her ear — 

“ Helena ! ” 

“ Yes ? ” 

“ Can you be ready to leave Khartoum at four o’clock 
in the morning ? ” 

Eor a moment she made no reply. It seemed to her 
an incredible happiness that they were really to go 
away together. But quickly collecting her wandering 
thoughts she answered — 

“ Yes, I can be ready.” 

“ Then go down to the Post Landing. I shall be 
there with a launch.” 

“ Yes, yes I ” Her heart was beating furiously. 

“ Osman, the guide who brought me here, %\ali be 
waiting with camels on the other side of the river.” 
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Yes, yes, yes 1 ” 

'‘We are to ride as far as Atbara, and take train 
from there to the Red Sea.” 

“ And what then ? ” 

" God knows what then. We must wait for the 
direction of fate. America, perhaps, as we always 
hoped and intended.” 

She looked quickly round, then took his face between 
her hands and kissed him. 

" To-morrow morning at four o’clock,” she whispered. 

" At four,” he repeated. 

A thousand thoughts were flashing through her mind, 
but she asked no further questions, and at the next 
moment she went oS to her own quarters. 

The door of her room was ajar, and the face of the 
Arab woman, who was within, doing something with 
the clothes of the child, seemed to wear the same 
mocking smile as before ; but Helena was neither angry 
nor alarmed. When she asked herself if the woman 
had seen or heard what had taken place between Gordon 
and herself, no dangers loomed before her in relation to 
their flight. 

Her confidence in Gordon — ^his strength, his courage, 
his power to protect her — ^was absolute. If he intended 
to take her away he would do so, and not Ishmael nor 
aU the Arabs on earth could stop him. 


CHAPTER XXIIi; 

GonnoH could not allow himself to sleep that night, 
lest he should not be awake when the hour came to go. 
The room he shared with Ishmael was large, and it had 
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one window looking to the river and another to Khar- 
toum. Tiirough these windows, which were open, he 
heard every noise of the desert town by night. 

Sometimes there was the dead, measured thud of a 
oameFs tread on the unpaved streets ; sometimes the 
light beat of a donkey’s hoofs ; at intervals there were 
the faint and distant cries of the night watchmen from 
various parts of the tovm, intersecting the air like cross 
currents of weless telegraphy, and once an hour there 
was the guttural voice of Black Zogal at the door of 
their own house, calling the confession of faith. 

“ There is no god but God — ^no god but God ! ” 

It had been late when Ishmael came to bed, and even 
then, being excited and in high spirits, and finding 
Gordon still awake, he had talked for a long time in 
the darkness of his preparations for the forthcoming 
pilgrimage and his hopes of its progress across the 
desert — three and a half miles an hour, fourteen hours 
a day, making a month for the journey altogether. 
But finding that Gordon did not reply, and thinking 
he must be sleepy, he wished him a good night and a 
blessed morning, and then, with a few more words that 
were trustful, affectionate, warm-hearted and brotherly, 
he fell asleep. 

It was after twelve by this time, and though Gordon 
intended to rise at three it seemed to him that the 
few hours between would never end. He listened to 
the measured breathing of the sleeping man and counted 
the cries outside, but the time passed as if with feet of 
lead. 

It was never quite dark, and through the luminous 
dark blue of the southern night, fretted with stars, 
nearly everything outside could be dimly seen. Of all 
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lights that is the one most conducive to thought, and 
in spite of himseK Gordon could not help thinking. 
The obstinate questions which he had been able to 
crush down during the day were now rising to tor- 
ment him. 

“ What will happen when this household which is 
now asleep awakes in the morning ? he asked himself. 

He know quite well what would happen. He would 
soon be missed. Helena would be missed too, and it 
would be concluded that they had gone together. But 
after he had banished the picture which rose to his 
mind’s eye of the confusion that would ensue on the 
discovery of their flight, he set himself to defend it. 

It was true that he was breaking the pledge he had 
made to the people when he undertook to go into 
Cairo, but he had made his promise under a mistake as 
to his own position, and therefore it was not incumbent 
upon him to keep it, now that he knew the truth. 

It was true that Helena was breaking the betrothal 
wliich she had entered into with Ishmael, but she, too, 
had acted under an error, and therefore her marriage 
was not binding upon her conscience. 

But do what he would to justify himself, he could 
not shake ofl a sense of deceit and even of treachery. 
He thought of Ishmael, and how he had heaped kindness 
and honour upon him since he came to Khartoum. He 
thought of Helena, and of the shame with which her 
flight would overwhelm the man who considered him- 
self her husband. 

“ Go on ! ” something seemed to say in a taunting 
whisper. Ely away ! Seek your own happiness and 
think of nothing else ! This is what you came to 
Khartoum for 1 This is what your great hopes and 
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aims amount to ! Leave this good man in the midst of 
the confusion you have brought upon him ! Let Mm 
go into Cairo, innocent though he is, and die by the 
cruel error of fate ! That’s good ! That’s brave i 
That’s v/orfchy of a man and a soldier ! ” 

Against thoughts like these he tried to set the memory 
of old Mahmud’s words at the meeting of the Sheikhs : 
“ Man cannot resist Ms destiny. If God wills that you 
should go into Cairo you will go, and God will protect 
you ! ” 

But there was really only one way to reconcile Mm- 
self to what he intended to do, and that was to think 
of Helena and to keep her beautiful face constantly 
before him. She was on the other side of the wall, and 
she would be awake now — ^the only other person in the 
house who was not asleep — ^tMnking of Mm and wait- 
ing for the hour when they were to escape. 

The luminous dark blue of the air died into the soft 
red of the early dawn, the WaJihed!^'^ of the night 
watchmen became less frequent, and the call of Black 
Zogal stopped altogether. It was now three o’clock, 
and Gordon, who had not undressed, rose to a sitting 
position on his bed. 

TMs brought him face to face with Ishmael, whose 
angerib was on the opposite side of the room. The 
Arab w^as sleeping peacefully. He, too, had lain down in 
his clothes, having to rise early, but he had unrolled Ms 
turban, leaving nothing on Ms head hut Ms Mecca skull- 
cap, wMch made him look like the picture of a saintly 
Pope. The dim light that w^as filtering through the 
windows rested on him as he lay in his white garments 
under a white sheepsMn. There was a look of serenity, 
of radiance, almost of divinity, in Ms tranquil face. 
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Gordon felt as if lie were a thief and a murderer--* 
stealing from and stabbing the man who loved and 
trusted him. He had an almost irresistible impulse to 
waken Ishmael there and then, and tell him plainly 
what he was about to do. But the thought of Helena 
came back again, and he remembered that that was 
quite impossible. 

At length he rose to go. He was still wearing Hafiz’s 
slippers, but he found himself stepping on his toes to 
deaden the sound of his tread. When he got to the 
door he opened it carefully so as to make no noise; 
but just at that moment the sleeping man stirred and 
began to speak. 

In the toneless voice of sleep, but nevertheless with 
an accent of affection which Gordon had never heard 
from him before, Ishmael said — 

Rani I My Rani ! ” 

Gordon stood and listened, not daring to move. 
After a moment all was quiet again. There was no 
sound in the room but Ishmael’s measured breathing as 
before. 

How Gordon got out at last he never quite knew. 
When he recovered his self-possession he was in the 
guest-room, drawing aside the curtain that covered the 
open doorway, and feehng the cool, fresh, odourless 
desert air on his hot face and in his nostrils. 

He saw Black Zogal stretched out at the bottom of 
the wooden steps, fast asleep and with his staff beside 
him. The insurgent dawn was sweeping up, but all 
was silent both within and without. Save for the 
Nubian’s heavy snoring there was not a sound about 
the house. 

Peeling his throat to be parched, he turned back to 
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the water-niclie for a drink, and while he was lifting 
the can to his lips his eye fell on a letter wliich had 
been left for him there, having come hy the train which 
arrived late the night before, and then been specially 
delivered after he had gone to bed. 

The letter, which was in a black-bordered envelope, 
was addressed — 

“ Sheikh Omar Bekaki, 

In the care 0/ Ishmabl Ameer.” 

At iBrst sight the handwriting struck him like a 
familiar face, but before he had time to recognise it 
he was conscious of a crushing sense of fatality, a 
vague but almost heart-breaking impression that while 
he had been spending the long, black hours of the night 
in building up hopes of flying away with Helena, this 
little packet of sealed paper had all the time been wait- 
ing outside his door to tell him they could not go. 

He took it and opened it with trembling fingers, and 
read it at a glance as one reads a picture. It was from 
Hafiz, and it told him that his mother was dead. 

Then all the pent-up pain and shame of the night 
rolled over him hke a breaking w^ave, and he dropped 
down on the nearest seat and wept like a child. 


CHAPTER XXIV 

Co-ktrary to Gordon’s surmise, Helena had slept soundly, 
with the beautiful calm confidence of one who relied 
absolutely upon Mm and thought her troubles were 
over ; but she awoke at half-past three as promptly as 
if an alarum-clock had wakened her. 
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The arms of Ayesha were then closely encircling her 
neck, and it was with difficulty that she liberated her- 
self without awakening the child, but as soon as she 
had done so she could not resist an impulse to kiss 
the little one, so boundless was her happiness and so 
entirely at that moment had she conquered the sense 
that Ishmael’s innocent daughter had been a constant 
torture to her. 

Then dressing rapidly in her usual mixed Eastern 
and Western costume, and thromng a travelling cloak 
over her shoulders instead of her Indian veil, but giving 
no thought to the other belongings which she must 
leave behind, she stepped lightly out of the sleeping 
room. 

The moment she entered the guest-room she heard 
a moan, and before realising where it came from, she 
said — 

Who’s there ? ” 

Then Gordon lifted his tear-stained face to her face, 
and, without speaking, held out the letter which hung 
from his helpless hand. 

She took it and read it with a sense of overwhelming 
disaster, while Gordon, with that access of grief which, 
at the first moment of a great sorrow, the presence of a 
loved one brings, heaped reproaches upon himself, as 
if all that he had done at the hard bidding of his con- 
science had been a sin and a crime. 

Poor mother ! My poor, dear mother ! It was I 
who made her last days unhappy.” 

Half-an-hour went by in this way, and the time for 
going passed. Helena dared not tell him that their 
opportunity for flight was slipping away — ^it seemed like 
an outrage to think of that now — so she stood by his 
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side, feeling powerless to comfort Hm, and dazed by the 
blow that had shattered their hopes. 

Then Black Zogal, being awakened by the sound of 
Gordon’s weeping, came in with his i;\dld eyes, and after 
him came Abdullah, and then Zenoba, who, gathering 
an idea of trouble, w^ent o:ff to awaken Ishmael and old 
Mahmud, so that in a httle while the whole of the 
Arab household were standing round Gordon as he sat 
doubled up on the edge of a divan. 

When Ishmael heard what had happened he w^as 
deeply moved, and sitting down by Gordon’s side he 
took one of his hands and smoothed it, while in that 
throbbing voice which went to the heart of everybody, 
and with a look of suffering in his sw^arthy face and 
luminous black eyes, he spoke some sympathetic 
words. 

AH life ends in death, my brother. This world is 
a place of going, not of staying. The mystery of pain 
— ^who can fathom it ? Life would be unbearable but 
for one thought — that God is over all. He rules every- 
tliing for the best. Yes, believe me, everything. I 
have had my hours of sorrow too, but I have always 
found it so.” 

After a while Gordon was able to control his grief, 
and then Ishmael asked him if he would not read his 
letter aloud. With some reluctance Gordon did so, but 
it required all his self-control to repeat his mother’s 
message. 

Leaving out the usual Arabic salutations he began 
where Hafiz said — 

With a heavy heart I have to tell you, my most 
dear brother, that your sweet and saintly mother died 
this morning. She had been sinking ever since you 
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went away, but the end came so quickly that it took 
us all by surprise.” 

Grordon^s voice thickened, and Ishmael said 
“ Take your time, brother.” 

“ She had the consolations of her religion, and I think 
she passed in peace. There was only one thing clouded 
her closing hours. On her deathbed she was con- 
stantly expressing an earnest hope that you might all 
be re-united — ^you and she and your father and Helena, 
who are now so far apart. 

“ Take time, 0 my brother,” said Ishmael, and seeing 
that also was moved, he took her hand too, as 

if to strengthen her. 

Thus he sat between them, comforting both, while 
Gordon in a husky voice struggled on— 

“ Not long before she died she wished to send you a 
message, but the power of hfe was low in her, and she 
could not write, except to sign her name (as you see 
below), and then she did not know where you were 
to be found. But my mother promised her that I 
should take care that whatever she said should come to 
your hands, and these were the words she sent : ‘ TeU 
my boy that my last thoughts were about him. Though 
I am sorry he took the side of the false ... the false 
prophet ” 

“ Go on, brother, go on,” said Ishmael in his soft 
voice. 

“ ‘ Say I am certain he did what he thought was 
right. Be sure you tell him I died happy, because . . . 
because I know I shall see him again. If I am never 
to see him in this world I shall do so in the world to 
come. Say . . . say I shah be waiting for him there. 
Arif ) tell him it ■wiU. not seem long. ’ ” 
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It was with difficulty that Gordon came to the end, 
for his eyes were full of tears and his throat was parched 
and tight, and he would have broken dowa altogether 
but for the sense of Helena’s presence by his side. 

Ishmael was now more deeply moved than before. 

“ How she must have loved you ! ” he said, and then 
he began to speak of his own mother, and what she had 
done for him. 

“She was only a poor, ignorant woman perhaps, 
but she died to save me, and I loved her with all my 
heart.” 

At that the two black servants, Abdullah and Zogal, 
who had been standing before Gordon in silence, tried 
to utter some homely words of comfort, and old 
Mahmud, wiping his wet eyes, said — 

“ May God be merciful to your mother, my son, and 
forgive her all her sins.” 

“ She was a saint — she never had any,” replied 
Gordon, whereupon the Arab nurse, who alone of all 
that household had looked on at this scene with dry 
and evil eyes, said bitterly — 

“ Nevertheless she died as a Christian and an un- 
believer, therefore she cannot look for mercy.” 

Then Helena’s eyes flashed like fire into the w’oman’s 
face, and Gordon felt the blood rush to his head, but 
Ishmael was before them both. 

“ Zenoba, ask pardon of God,” he said, and before 
the thunder of his voice and the majesty of his glance 
the Arab woman fell back. 

“ Heed her not, my brother,” said Ishmael, turning 
back to Gordon ; and then he added — 

“ We all serve under the same General, and though 
some of us wear uniform of red, and some of browui, 
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and some of blue, lie who serves best is the best soldier. 
In the day of victory will onr General ask us the colour 
of our garments ? No I ’’ 

At that generous word Gordon burst into tears once 
more, but Ishmael said — 

Don’t weep for one who has entered into the joys 
of Paradise.” 

When Gordon had regained his composure Ishmael 
asked him if he would read part of the letter again, but 
knowing what part it would be — ^the part about the 
prophet — ^he tried to excuse himself, saying he was not 
St to read any more. 

“ Then the Rani v/ill read,” said Ishmael, and far as 
Helena would have fled from the tragic ordeal she 
could not escape from it. So in her soft and mellow 
voice she read on without faltering until she came to 
her own name, and then she stopped and tears began 
to trickle down her cheeks. 

Go on,” said Ishmael ; don’t be afraid of what 
follows.” 

And when Helena came to “ false prophet,” he turned 
to Gordon and said — 

“ Your dear mother didn’t know' how much I love you. 
But she knows now',” he added, “ for the dead know all.” 

There was no further interruption until Helena had 
finished, and then Ishmael said — 

^‘She didn’t know, either, w'hat work the Merciful 
had waiting for you in Khartoum, Perhaps you did 
not know yourself. Something called you to come 
here. Something drew you on. Which of us has not 
felt like that ? But God guides our hearts — ^the Merci- 
ful makes no mistakes.” 

Nobody spoke, but Gordon’s eyes began to shine 
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with, a light which Helena, who was looking at him, had 
never seen in them before. 

All the same,” continued Ishmael, “ you hear what 
your mother says, and it is not for me to keep you 
against your will. If you wish to go back now^ none 
shall reproach you. Speak, Omar; do you wish to 
leave me ? ” 

There was a moment of tense silence, in wiiich Gordon 
hesitated and Helena waited breathlessly for his reply. 
Then with a great effort Gordon answered — 

El Hamduhillah ! ” cried the two black servants ; 
and then Ishmael sent Zogal into the to^vn and the 
camp to say that the faithful would bid farewell to 
Omar in the mosque the following night. 

That evening after sunset, instead of delivering his 
usual lecture to the people squatting on the sand in 
front of his house, Ishmael read the prayers for the 
dead, while Gordon and Helena and a number of the 
Sheikhs sat on the divans in the guest-room. 

Wlien the service was over, and the company was 
breaking up, the old men pressed Gordon’s hand as they 
were passing out and said — 

“ May God give you compensation I ” 

As soon as they w^ere gone Gordon approached Helena 
and whispered hurriedly — 

I must speak to you soon — ^where can it be ? ” 

'‘I ought to go to the water-'women’s well by the 
Goods Landing to-morrow morning,” said Helena. 

“ At what hour ? ” 

Ten.” 

I shall be there,” said Gordon. 

His eyes were stiU full of the strange wild light. 
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CHAPTER XXV 

At ten o’clock next morning Helena was at tlie well by 
tbe Goods Landing where the water-women draw water 
in their earthen jars to water the gardens and the 
streets, and while standing among the gross creatures 
who, with their half-naked bodies and stark-naked 
souls, were crowding about her for what they could 
get, she saw Gordon coming down in his Bedouin dress 
with a firm, strong step. 

His dickering, steel-blue eyes were as full of light as 
when she saw them last, bub that vague suggestion of 
his mother which she had hitherto seen in his face 
was gone, and there was a look of his father which she 
had never observed before. 

Let us walk this way,” he said, indicating a road 
that went down to the empty and unfrequented tongue 
of land that leads to the point at which the Blue Nile 
and the VTiite Nile meet. 

“ Helena,” he said, stepping closely by her side, and 
speaking almost in her ear, there is something I 
wish to say — ^to ask — and everything depends on your 
answer — ^what we are to do and -what is to become 
of us.” 

What is it ? ” said she, with trembling voice. 

When our escape from Khartoum was stopped by 
the letter telling me of my mother’s death, I thought 
at first it was only an accident — a sad, strange accident 
— ^that it should arrive at that moment.” 

And don’t you think so now ? ” she asked. 

No ; I think it was a divine intervention.” 
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Slie glanced up at him. “ He is going to talk about 
the betrothal,” she thought. 

But he did not do so. In his intense and poignant 
voice he continued — 

When I proposed that we should go away together 
I supposed your coming here had been due to a mistake 
—that my coming here had been due to a mistake — 
that your sending that letter into Cairo and my pro- 
mising to take IshmaeFs place had been due to a mis- 
take — ^that it had all been a mistake — a long, miserable 
line of mistakes. ’ 

‘‘ And wasn’t it ? ” she asked, walking on with her 
eyes to the sand. 

“ So far as we are concerned, yes, but with God . . . 
with God Almighty mistakes do not happen.” 

They walked some paces in silence, and then in a 
still more poignant voice he said — 

Don’t you believe that, Helena ? Wasn’t it true, 
what Islimael said yesterday ? Can you possibly be- 
lieve that we have been allowed to go on as we 
have been going — both of us — ^without anything being 
meant by it ? — all a cruel, stupid, merciless, Almighty 
blunder ? ” 

« WeU ? ” 

“ WeU, think of what would have happened if we had 
been aUowed to carry out our plan. Ishmael would 
have gone into Cairo as he originally intended, and he 
would have been seized and executed for conspiracy. 
What then? The whole country — yes, the whole 
country from end to end — ^would have risen in revolt. 
The sleeping terror of religious hatred would have been 
a\vakened. It would have been the affair of El Azhar 
over again — only %vorse, a thousand-fold worse.” 
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Again a few steps in silence, and then — 

“ The insurrection would have been suppressed of 
course, but think of the bloodshed, the carnage ! On the 
other hand 

She saw what was coining, and with difficulty she 
walked steadily. 

On the other hand, if I go into Cairo, as I have 
promised to do — as I am expected to do — there can be 
no such result. The moment I arrive I shall be arrested, 
and the moment I am arrested I shall be identified 
and handed over to the military authorities to be tried 
for my offences as a soldier. There will be no religious 
significance in my punishment, therefore there will be no 
fanatical frenzy provoked by it, and consequently there 
can be no bloodshed. Don’t you see that, Helena ? ” 
She could not answer ; she felt sick and faint. After 
a moment he went on in the same eager, enthusiastic 
voice — 

“ But that’s not all. There is something better than 
that.” 

“ Better — do you say better ? ” 

“ Something that comes closer to us at all events. 
Do you believe in omens, Helena ? That some mystic 
sense tells us things of which we have no proof, no 
evidence ? ” 

She bent her head without raising her eyes from the 
sand. 

Well, I have a sense of some treachery going on in 
Cairo that Ishmael knows nothing about, and I believe 
it was just this treachery which led to the idea of his 
going there at aU.” 

She looked up into his face, and thiaking he read 
her thought, he said quickly — 
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“Oh, I know — ^I’ve heard about the letters of the 
Ulema — that those suggestions of assassination and so 
forth were signed by the simple old Chancellor of El 
Azhar. But isn’t it possible that a subtler spirit in- 
spired them ? • . . Helena ? ” 

“ Yes,” she faltered. 

“Do you remember that one day in the Citadel I 
said it was not really Judas Iscariot who betrayed 
Jesus, and that there was somebody in Egypt now 
who was doing what the High Priest of the Jews did 
in Palestine two thousand years ago ? ” 

“The Grand Cadi?” 

“ Yes ! Something tells me that that subtle old 
scoundrel is playing a double sword game — with the 
Ulema and with the Government — and that his object 
is not only to destroy Ishmael, but, by a\wakening the 
ancient religious terror, to ruin England as well — tempt 
her to ruin her prestige, at all events.” 

They had reached the margin of the river, and he 
stopped. 

“ Well ? ” she faltered again. 

“ Well, I am a British soldier still, Helena, even 
though I am a disgraced one, and I want to ... I 
want to save the good name of my country.” 

She could not speak — ^she felt as if she would choke. 

“ I want to save the good name of the Consul-General 
also. He is my father, and though he no longer thinks 
of me as his son, I want to save him from . . • from 
himself.” 

“I can do it too,” he added eagerly. “At this 
moment I am perhaps the only man who can. I am 
nobody now — only a runaAvay and a deserter — ^but I 
can cross the line of fire and so give warning.” 

n. B 
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But, Gordon, don’t you see ” 

Oil, I know what you are going to say, Helena — 
must die for it. Yes 1 Nobody wants to do that, if he 
can help it, but I can’t ! Listen ! ” 

She raised her eyes to his — ^they seemed to be ablaze 
with a kind of frenzy. 

Death was the penalty of w^hat I did in Cairo, and 
if I did not stay there to be court-martialled and con- 
demned, was it because I wanted to save my life ? No ; 
1 thought there was nothing left in my life that made 
it worth saving. It was because I wanted to give it 
in some better cause. Something told me I should, 
and when I came to Khartoum I didn’t know what fate 
was before me, or what I had to do, but I know now. 
This is what I have to do, Helena — to go back to Cairo 
instead of Ishmael, and so save England and Egypt and 
my father and these poor Moslem people, and prevent a 
w^orld of bloodshed.” 

Then Helena, who in her nervousness had been scrap- 
ing her feet on the sand, said in a halting, trembling 
voice — 

Was this what you wanted to say to me, Gordon ? ” 

Yes, but now I want you to say something to me.” 

What is that ? ” she asked, trembling. 

To tell me to 

It was like a blow. She felt as if she would fall, 
cannot go unless you send me, Helena — ^not as 
things stand now — ^leaving you here — ^under these con- 
ditions — ^in a place like this — alone. Therefore teh me 
to go, Helena.” 

Tears sprang to her eyes. She thought of all the 
hopes she had so lately cherished, all the dreams of 
the day before of love and a new life among quite 
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different scenes — sweet scenes full of tlie smell of new- 
cut grass, the rustling of trees, the swish of the scythe, 
the songs of birds, and the ringing of church bells, in- 
stead of this empty and arid wilderness — and then of 
the ruin, the utter wreck and min, that everything w’as 
falling to. 

Tell me to go, Helena — ^tell me,” he repeated. 

It w^as crushing. She could not bear it. 

I cannot,” she said. Don’t ask me to do such a 
thing. Just wdien we vrere going aw^ay, too . . . ex- 
pecting to escape from all this miserable tangle and to 
be happy at last ” 

“ But should we be happy, Helena ? Say we escaped 
to Europe, America, Australia, anywLere far enough 
away, and what I speak of Tvere to come to pass, should 
we be happy — should w'-e ? ” 

We should he together at all events, and we should 

be able to love each other ” 

But could we love each other with the memory of 
all that misery — the misery we might have prevented — 
left here behind us ? ” 

At least we should be alive and safe and well.” 

“ Should we be well if our whole life became abomin- 
able to us, Helena ? ... On the other hand ” 

On the other hand, you want us to part — ^never to 
see each other again.” 

It’s hard — I know it’s hard — ^but isn’t that better 
than to become odious in each other’s eyes ? ” 

A cruel mixture of anger and sorrow and despair took 
possession of her, and, choking with emotion, she said — 
I have nobody but you now, yet you want me to 
tear my heart out — ^to sacrifice the love that is my only 
happiness, my only refuge. . . . Oh, I cannot do it ! 
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You are asking me to send you into the jaws of death 
itself — ^that’s it — the very jaws of death itself — and I 
cannot do it. I tell you I cannot, I cannot ! There is 
no woman in the -world who could.” 

Tliere w^as silence for a moment after this vehement 
cry ; then in a low tone he said — 

Every soldier’s wife does as much when she sends 
her husband into battle, Helena.” 

Ah ! ” 

She caught her breath as if a hand from heaven had 
smitten her. 

‘‘ Am I not going into battle now ? And aren’t you 
a soldier’s daughter ? ” 

There was another moment of silence in w^hich he 
looked out on the sparkling w’aters of the Blue Nile 
and she gazed through clouded eyes on the sluggish 
waves of the White. 

Something had suddenly begun to rise in her throat. 
This was the real Gordon, the hero who had won battles, 
the soldier who had faced death before, and she had 
never known him until now ! 

A whirlwind of sensation and emotion seemed to 
race through her soul and body. She felt hot, she felt 
cold, she felt ashamed, and then all at once she felt as 
if she were being lifted out of herself by the spirit of 
the man beside her. At length she said, trying to 
speak calmly — 

‘'You are right, quite right; you are always right, 
Gordon. If you feel like that about going into Cairo 
you must go. It is your duty. You have received 
your orders.” 

“ Helena ! ” he cried, in a burst of joy. 

*‘You mustn’t think about me, though. I’m sorry 
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for what I said a while ago, but I’m better now, I 
have always thought that if the time ever came to me 
to see iiiy dearest go into battle, I should not allow 
myself to be afraid.” 

I was sure of you, Helena, quite sure.” 

“This doesn’t look like going into battle, perhaps 
but it may be something still better — going to save life, 
to prevent bloodshed.” 

“ Yes, yes ! ” he said ; and struggling to control her- 
self, Helena continued — 

“ You mustn’t think about leaving me here, either. 
Yliatever happens in this place, I shall always remember 
that you love me, so ... so nothing else will matter.” 

“ Nothing — ^nothing ! ” 

“ And though it may be hard to think that you have 
gone to your death, and that I . . . that in a sense I 
have been the cause of it ” 

“ But you haven’t, Helena I Your hand may have 
penned that letter, but a higher Power directed it.” 

She looked at him with shining eyes, and answered 
ill a firmer voice and with a proud lift of her beautiful 
head — 

“ I don’t know about that, Gordon. I only know 
that you w^ant to give your life in a great cause. And 
though they have degraded you and driven you out 
and hunted you down like a dog, you are going to die 
like a man and an Englishman.” 

“ And you tell me to do it, Helena ? ” 

“ Yes, for I’m a soldier’s daughter, and in my heart 
I’m a soldier’s wife as well, and I shouldn’t be worthy 
to be either if I didn’t tell you to do your duty, what- 
ever the consequences to me.” 

“ My brave girl ! ” he cried, clutching at her hand. 
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Then they began to walk back. 

As they walked they encouraged each other. 

“ We are on the right road now, Helena.” 

Yes, we are on the right road now, Gordon.” 

We are doing better than running away.” 

Yes, we are doing better than running away.” 

^‘The train leaves Khartoum this evening, and I 
suppose they want to say farewell to me in the mosque 
at sunset. , . . You’ll be strong to the last and not 
break down when the time comes for me to go ? ” 

No, m not break down • • . when the time comes 
for you to go.” 

But for all her brave show of courage, her eyes were 
filling fast and the tears were threatening to fall. 

“ Better leave me now,” she whispered. “ Let me go 
back alone.” 

He was not sorry to let her go ahead, for at sight of 
her emotion his own was mastering him. 

“ Will she keep up to the end ? ” he asked himself. 


CHAPTER XXVI 

As the hours of the day passed on, Helena became pain- 
fully aware that her courage was ebbing away. 

Unconsciously Ishmael was adding to her torture. 
Soon after the midday meal he called on her to write 
to his dictation a letter which Gordon was to take into 
Cairo. 

One more letter, 0 Rani, only one, before our friend 
and brother leaves us.” 

It was to the Ulema, telling them of the change in 
Ms plans and begging them to be good to Gordon. 
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‘‘Trust Mm and love Mm. Receive Mm as you 
would receive me, and believe that all he does and 
says is according to my wish and word.” 

Helena had to write this letter. It was like WTltin^ 

o 

Gordon’s death-warrant. 

Later in the day, seeing her idle, nibbling the top of 
the reed pen which she held in her trembling fingers, 
Ishmael called for the kufiah. 

“ Where is the kufiah, 0 Rani — the kufiah that was 
to disguise the messenger of God from his enemies ? ” 

And when Helena, in an efiort to escape from that 
further torture, protested that in Gordon’s case a new 
kufiah was not essential, because he wore the costume 
of a Bedouin already, Ishmael replied — 

“ But the kufiah he wears now is wMte, and every 
official in Khartoum has seen it. Therefore another is 
necessary, and let it be of another colour.” 

At that, with fiendish alacrity, the Arab woman ran 
ofi for a strip of red silken wool, and Helena had to 
shape and stitch it. 

It was like stitching Gordon’s shroud. 

The day seemed to fiy on the wings of an eagle, the 
sun began to sink, the shadows to lengthen on the 
desert sand, and the time to approach for the great 
ceremony of the leave-taking in the mosque. Helena 
was for staying at home, but Ishmael would not hear 
of it. 

“ Kay, my Rani,” he said. In the courtyard after 
prayers we must say farewell to Omar, and you must 
clothe Mm in the new kufiah that is to hide Mm from 
Ms foes. Bid you not promise to do as much for me ? 
And shall it be said that you grudge the same honour 
to my friend and brother ? ’’ 
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Half-an-liour afterwards, Isliinael having gone off 
hand in hand with Gordon, and old Mahmud and Zenoba 
and Ayesha and the two black servants having followed 
him, Helena put on a veil for the first time since coming 
to Khartoum, and made her way to the mosque. 

The streets of the town, as she passed through them, 
seemed to be charged with an atmosphere of excite- 
ment that was little short of frenzy ; but the courtyard, 
when she had crossed the threshold, was like the scene 
of some wild phantasmagoria. 

A crowd of men and women, squatting about the 
walls of the open space, were strumming on native 
drams, playing on native pipes, and uttering the weird, 
monotonous ululation that is the expression of the 
Soudanese soul in its hours of joy. 

A moment later Helena was in the gallery, the people 
had made w^ay for her, and she was sitting as before 
by the Arab woman and the child. Overhead was a 
brazen, blood-red Southern sky ; below v/ere a thousand 
men on crimson carpets, some in silks, some in rags, 
all moving and moaning like tumultuous weaves in a 
cavern of the sea. 

The Header, in the middle of the mosque, was chant- 
ing the Koran, the muezzin in the minaret was calling 
to prayers, the men on the floor were uttering their 
many-throated responses, and the very waUs of the 
mosque itself seemed to be vibrating with religious 
fervour. 

A moment after Helena had taken her seat Ishmael 
entered, followed by Gordon, and the people gathered 
round them to kiss their hands and garments. Helena 
felt her head reel, she wanted to cry out, and it was 
with difficulty she controlled herself. 
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Tlien the Reader stood up in his deok and recited an 
invocation, and the people repeated it after him. 

God is Most Great ! ” 

God is Most Great ! ” 

There is no god but God ! . . . 

'' Mohammed is His Prophet ! • . . 

Listen to the preacher 1 . . . 

“ Amen I ” 

Amen ! 

After that Ishmael rose from his knees before the 
Eableh, took the wooden sword at the foot of the pulpit, 
ascended to the topmost step, and, after a preliminary 
prayer, began to preach. 

Never had Helena seen him so eager and excited, and 
every passage of his sermon seemed to increase both 
his own ecstasy and the emotion of his hearers. 

Helena hardly heard his words, so far away were 
her thoughts and so steadfastly were her eyes fixed on 
the other figure in front of the Eableh, but a general 
sense of their import was beating on her brain as on 
a drum. 

All religions began in poverty and ended in cor- 
ruption. 

It had been so with Islam, which began with the 
breaking of idols and went on to the worship of wealth, 
the quest of power, the lust of conquest — Caliphs seek- 
ing to establish their claim not by election and the 
choice of God but by theft and murder. 

It had been so with Christianity, which began in 
meekness and humility and went on to pride and perse- 
cution — ^Holy Fathers exchanging their cells for palaces 
and their poverty for pomp, forgetting the principle of 
their great Master, whose only place in their midst was 
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in pictured -windows, on vaporous clouds, blessing with 
outstretched arms a Church which favoured everything 
he fought against and a world which practised every- 
iliing he condemned. 

"RHiat is the result, 0 my brothers ? War, wealth, 
luxury, sensuality, slavery, robbery, injustice, and 
oppression 1 

Listen to the word of the Holy Koran : ^ And 
Pharaoh made proclamation among his people, saying, 
Is not this Kingdom of Egypt mine and the rivers 
thereof ? ’ 

‘‘ But not in Egypt only, nor alone under the Govern- 
ment of the King who lives across the seas, but all the 
world over, wheresoever human empires are founded, 
wheresoever men claim the earth and the fruits of the 
earth and the treasures that He in the bowels of the 
earth — ^impoverishing the children of men to obtain 
them, or destropng their souls that they may deck and 
deUght their bodies — ^there the Pharaohs of this world 
are saying, ^ Is not this Kingdom of Egypt mine and the 
rivers thereof ? ’ 

“ But the earth and the fruits of the earth and the 
treasures of the earth are God’s, my brothers, and He 
is coming to reclaim them, and to right the wrongs of 
the oppressed, to raise up the downtrodden, and to 
comfort the broken-hearted.” 

The mosque seemed to rock with the shouts which 
followed these words, and as soon as the cries of the 
people had subsided, the voice of Ishmael, now louder 
and more tremulous than before, rang through its vaults 
again. 

“ Beep in the heart of man, my brothers, is the ex- 
pectation of a day when the Almighty will send His 
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Messenger to purify and pacify the world and to banlgh 
intolerance and wrong. The Jews look for the Messiah, 
the Christians for the divine man of Judsea, and we 
that are Moslems for the Mahdi and the Clirist. 

‘‘ In all climes and ages, amid all sorrows and suffer- 
ings, sunk in the depths of ignorance, sold into slavery, 
the poorest of the poor, the most miserable among 
the most miserable of the world, humanity has yet 
cherished that great expectation. Real as life, real as 
death, real as wells of vrater in a desert land to man on 
his earthly pilgrimage is the hope of a Deliverer from 
oppression and injustice — and who shall say it is vain 
and false ? It is true, my brothers, true as the sky 
rolHng overhead. Our Deliverer is coming 1 He is 
coming soon 1 He is coming now I ’’ 

Ishmaebs tremulous voice had by this time broken 
into hysterical sobs, and the responses of his hearers 
had risen to delirious cries. 

More of the same kind followed which Helena did not 
hear, but suddenly she was awakened to fuh conscious- 
ness of what was going on about her by hearing Ishmael 
speak of Gordon and the people answering him with 
rapturous shouts. 

‘‘ He is not of our race, yet no doubt enters into our 
hearts of his fidelity.” 

“ El HamduinUah I ” 

He is not of our faith, yet he will be true to God 
and His people.” 

Allah! Allah!” 

“ For us he has left his home, his country, and his 
kindred.” 

“Allah! Alah! Ahah ! ” 

“ For us he is going into the place of danger.” 
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Allab ! AUali ! Allah ! ’’ 

What says the Lord in the Holy Koran ? — ^ They 
therefore who had left their country and suffered for 
My sake I will surely bring them into gardens watered 
by rivers — Sb reward of God,’ ” 

Allah! Allah! AUah ! ” 

“ The Lord bless the white man to whom the black 
man is a brother ! Bless him in the morning splendour ! 
Bless him in the still of night ! Bless him with chil- 
dren — ^the eye of the heart of man ! Bless him with 
the love of woman — ^the joy and the crown of life ! ” 

“Allah! Allah! Allah!” 

“ And may the Lord of majesty and might who has 
hitherto covered his head in battle protect and pre- 
serve him now ! ” 

At this last word the whole company of men on the 
fioor below — ^men in silks and men in rags — ^rose to 
their feet, as if they had been one being animated by 
one heart, and raising their arms to heaven, cried — 

“Allah! AUah! Allah I Allah!” 

Helena felt as if some one had taken her by the 
throat. To see these poor, emotional Eastern children, 
vith their brown and black faces, streaming with tears 
and full of love for Gordon, shouting down God’s 
blessing upon him, was stifling her. 

It was like singing his dirge before he was dead. 

During the next few minutes Helena was vaguely 
aware that Ishmael had come down from the pulpit ; 
that the Reader was reciting prayers again ; that the 
men on the crimson carpets were bowing, kneeling, 
prostrating themselves and putting their foreheads to 
the floor ; and finally that the whole congregation was 
rising and surging out of the mosque. 
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Wlien she came to lierself once more, somebody by 
lier side — ^it was Zenoba — was touching her slioulder 
and saying — 

The Master is in the Courtyard and he is calling for 
you — come ! ” 

The scene outside was even more tumultuous. In- 
stead of the steady solemnity of the service within the 
mosque there were the tum-tumming of the drums, the 
screeiing of the pipes, and the Induing of the women. 

The great enclosure was densely crowded, but a space 
had been cleared in the centre of the courtyard, where 
the Ulema of Khartoum, in their grey farageeyahs, were 
ranged in a vide half-circle. In the mouth of this 
half-circle Gordon was standing in his Bedouin dress 
with Ishmael by his side. 

Silence was called, and then Ishmael gave Gordon Ms 
last instructions and spoke his last words of farewell. 

"‘Tell our brothers, the Ulema of Cairo,” he said, 
“ that we are following close behind you, and when the 
time comes to enter the city we shall be lying some- 
where outside their walls. Let them therefore put a 
light on their topmost height — on the minaret of the 
mosque of Mohammed Ah — after the call to prayers at 
midnight — and we shall take that as a sign that the 
Light of the World is with you, that the Expected One 
has appeared, and that we may enter in peace, injuring 
no man, being injured by none, without malice towards 
any, and wdth charity to all.” 

Then seeing Helena as she came out of the mosque, 
veiled and with her head down, he called on her to 
come forward. 

How do as you have always designed and intended,” 
he said. Cover our friend and forerunner with the 
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kufiah you liave made for him, that until his work is 
done and the time has come to reveal himself, he may, 
like the angel of the Lord, be invisible to his foes.’’ 

What happened after that Helena never quite knew 
— only that a had been made for her through the 
throng of wild-eyed people and that she w-as standing 
by Gordon’s side. 

Down to that instant she had intended to bear her- 
self bravely for Gordon’s sake if not for her own, but 
now a hundred cruel memories came in a flood to sap 
away her strength — ^memories of the beautiful moments 
of their love, of the little passages of their life together 
that had been so tender and so sweet. In vain she 
tried to recover the spirit with which he had inspired 
her in the morning, to think how much better it was 
that he should die gloriously than live in disgrace, to 
feel the justice, the necessity, the inevitableness of what 
he was going to do. 

It w^as impossible. She could think of nothing but 
that she was seeing Gordon for the last time, that he 
was leaving her behind him, among these Allah-intoxi- 
cated Arabs, that he was going away, not into battle 
— ^with its chance of victory and its hope of life — ^but 
to death, certain death, perhaps shameful death, and 
that, say w^hat he would about Eate and Destiny or 
the will of God, she herself was sending him to his 
doom. 

She felt that the tears were running down her cheeks 
under her thin white veil, and that Gordon must see 
them, but she could not keep them back ; and though 
she had promised not to break down, she knew that at 
that last moment, in the face of the death that was 
about to separate them, the dauntless heroine of the 
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morning v/as nothing better than a poor, weak^ heart- 
broken woman. 

Meantime the drums and the pipes and the lu-luing 
had begun again, and she was conscious that under the 
semi-savage din Gordon was speaking to her and com- 
forting her. 

Keep up ! Be brave ! Nobody knows what may 
happen. Ill write. You shall hear from me again.” 

He had taken off the white kufiah which he had 
liitherto worn, and she could see his face. It was calm 
— ^the calmest face in all that vast assembly. 

The sight of his face strengthened her, and suddenly 
a new element entered into the half-barbaric scene — 
an element that was half human and half divine. These 
poor, half-civihsed people thought Gordon was going 
to risk his life for them ; but he was going to die — 
deliberately to die for them — ^to save them from them- 
selves, from the consequences of their fanaticism, the 
panic of their rulers, and the fruits of the age-long 
hatred that had separated the black man from the 
white. 

Helena felt her bosom heave, her nerves twitch, her 
fingers dig trenches in her palms, and her thoughts fly 
up to scenes of sacrifice which men talk of with bated 
breath. 

“ If he can do it, why can’t I ? ” she asked herself, 
and taking the red kufiah, which the Arab woman was 
thrusting into her hands, with a great effort she put 
it on Gordon — over his head and under his chin and 
across Ms shoulders and about his waist. 

It was like clothing him for the grave. 

Every eye had been on her, and when her work 
was done, Ishmael, who was now weeping audibly, de- 
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about her bead, and again she felt as if sbe were falling, 
falling, falling into a bottomless abyss. 

Wben sbe recovered consciousness tbe bab-barbarie 
scene was over, and sbe was being carried into tbe 
silence of ber own room in tbe arms of Isbmael, wbo 
with, many words of tender endearment was laying ber 
gently on ber bed. 


CHAPTER XXVII 

That day, under tbe two crackling bags, the Crescent 
and tbe Union Jack, Lady Mannering bad given a party 
in tbe garden of tbe Palace of tbe Sirdar. 

Tbe physiognomy of tbe garden bad changed since 
tbe martjnr of tbe Soudan ” walked in it. Vdiere 
scraggy mimosa busbes and long camel grasses bad 
spurted up through patches of sand and blotches of 
baking earth there were the pleasant lawms, the syca- 
mores, tbe date-trees, and tbe blue streams of running 
water. And where tbe solitary soldier, with bis dally 
whitening bead, bad paced to and fro, Ms face to the 
ground, smoking innumerable cigarettes, there were a 
little group of officers of tbe military administration, 
with their charming wives and daughters, a Coptic 
priest, a Greek priest, a genial old Protestant clergy- 
man, and a number of European visitors, chiefly English 
girls, wearing the lightest of wMte summer costumes, 
and laughing and chattering bke birds. 

In pith helmets and straw’' hats, Lady Mannering’s 
guests strolled about in the sunshine or chank tea at 
tables that were set under the cool shadow of spreading 
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trees, while, at a little distance, the band of a black 
regiment, the Tenth Soudanese (sons and grandsons of 
the very men who in the grey dawn of a memorable 
morning had rushed in a wild horde into those very 
grounds for their orgy of British blood), played selec- 
tions from the latest comic operas of London and 'New 
York. 

The talk was the same aU over the gardens — of the 
new Mahdi and his doings. 

Married to an Indian Princess, you say ! ’’ 

‘‘ Oh yes 1 Quite an emancipated person, too ! A 
sort of thirty-second cousin of the Rani of Jhansi. It 
seems she was educated by an English governess, kicked 
over the traces, became a sort of semi-religious suffra- 
gette, and followed her holy man to Egypt and the 
Soudan.” 

How very droll ! It is too amusing ! ” 

The Sirdar, who had gone indoors some time before, 
returned to the garden dressed for a journey. 

“ Going away, your Excellency ? ” 

‘‘ Yes, for a few weeks — ^to the lower Nile.” 

His ruddy, good-natured face was less bright than 
usual, and his manner was noticeably less buoyant. A 
few of his principal officials gathered about him, and 
he questioned them one by one. 

“ Any fresh news, Colonel ? ” he said, addressing the 
Governor of the city. 

“ No, sir, A sort of sing-song to-day in honour of 
the Bedouin Sheikh — ^that’s aH I hear about.” 

But the Financial Secretary spoke of further diffi- 
culties in the gathering of taxes — the land tax, the 
animal tax, and the tax on the date-trees not having 
yet come in — ^and then the Inspector-General repeated 
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an opinion lie had previously expressed, that everything 
gave evidence of a projected pilgrimage, presumably in 
a northerly direction and almost certainly to Cairo. 

The Governor of the city corroborated this, and 
added that his Zabit, his police officer, had said that 
Ishmael Ameer, on passing to the mosque that day, 
had been saluted in the streets by a screaming multi- 
tude as the “ Messenger ” and the “ Anointed One.” 

‘‘It’s just as I say,” said the Inspector-General. 
“These holy men develop by degrees. This one ivill 
hoist his flag as soon as he finds liimself strong enough 
— ^unless we stop him before he goes further — and the 
Soudan is lost to civilisation.” 

“ Well, we’ll see what Nuneham says,” said the Sirdar, 
and at that moment his Secretary came to say that 
the launch w^as ready at the boat-landing to take him 
across the river to the train. 

The Sirdar said good-bye to his guests, to his officers, 
and to his wife, and as he left the garden of the palace 
the Soudanese band, sons of the Mahdi’s men, played 
the number which goes to the words — 

They never proceed to follow that light, 

But always follow me.’^ 

Half-an-hour afterwards, while the Sirdar’s black 
body-guard were ranged up on the platform of the 
railway station, and his black servant was packing his 
luggage into his compartment, the Governor-General 
was standing hy the door of the carriage, with his Aide- 
de-camp, giving his last instructions to his General 
Secretary. 

“ Telegraph to the Consul-General and say • - . but 
please make a note of it.” 
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Yes, sir,” said the Secretary, taking out Ms pocket- 
book and preparing to ^rrite. 

Think it best to go down myself to deal personally 
■v^ith matter of suspected mutiny in native army. Must 
admit increasing gravity of situation. Man here is un- 
doubtedly acquiring name and induence of Mahdi, so 
time has come to consider carefully wiiat we ought to 
do. Signs of intended pilgrimage, probably in northerly 
direction, enormous numbers of camels, horses, and 
donkeys having been gathered up from various parts 
of country and immense quantities of food-stuffs being 
bought for desert journey. Am leaving to-night, and 
hope to arrive in four days.” 

Pour days,” repeated the Secretary, as he came to 
an end. 

At that moment a tall man in the costume of a 
Bedouin walked slowly up the platform. His head and 
most of his face were closely covered by the loose 
woollen shawl ^vhicli the sons of the desert wear, leaving 
only his eyes, his nose, and part of his mouth visible. 
As he passed the Sirdar, he looked sharply at him ; 
then, pusMng forward with long strides until he came 
to the third-class compartments, he stepped into the 
first of them, which \Yas full of coloured people, strident 
mth high-pitched voices and pungent with Eastern 
odours. 

Who was that ? ” asked the Sirdar. 

I don’t know, sir,” replied the Secretary. “ I 
thought at first it was their Bedouin Sheildi, but I see 
I was mistaken.” 

Then came the whistle of the locomotive, and its slow, 
rhythmic, volcanic throb. The guard saluted, and the 
RiVdar ffot into his carriasie. 
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'‘Well, good-bye, Graham! Don’t forget the tele- 
gram.” 

“ I’ll send it at once. . . , In cypher, sir ? ” 

“ In cypher certainly.” 

At the next moment the Sirdar and Gordon Lord, 
travelling in the same train, were on their way to 
Cairo. 


END OF TEIED BOOK 



FOURTH BOOK 

THE COMING DAY 


CHAPTER I 

The Consul-General liad taken a firm grasp of affairs. 
Every morning his Advisers and Under-Secretaries 
visited him, and it seemed as if they could not come too 
often or say too much. He who rules the machine of 
State becomes himself a machine, and it looked as if 
Lord Nuneham were ceasing to be a man. 

Within a week after the day on which he received 
Helena’s letter, he was sitting in his bleak library walled 
with Blue-Books, with the Minister of the Interior and 
the Adviser to the same department. The Minister 
was the sallow-faced Egyptian Pasha whom he had 
made Regent on the departure of the Khedive ; the 
Adviser was a tall, young Englishman with bright red 
hair on which the red tarboosh sat strangely. They 
were discussing the “ special weapon ” which had been 
designed to meet special needs. The Consul-Generars 
po.rt of the discussion was to expound, the Adviser’s 
was to applaud, the Mnister’s w^as to acquiesce. 

The special weapon was a decree. It was to be 
known as the Law of Public Security, and it -was in- 
tended to empower the authorities to establish a Special 
Tribunal to deal with all crimes, offences, and con- 
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spiracies committed or conceived by natives against the 
State. The Tribunal was to be set up at any time and 
at any place on the request of the Agent and Consul- 
General of Great Britain ; its sentences, which were to be 
pronounced forthwith, were not to be subject to appeal ; 
and it was to inflict such penalties as it might consider 
necessary, including the death penalty, without being 
bound by the provisions of the penal code. 

Drastic ! ” said the Pasha, with a sinister smile. 

Necessary,” said the Consul-General, with a frown. 
The Pasha became silent again while the virtual ruler 
of Egypt went on to say that the state of the country 
demanded that the Government should be armed with 
special powers to meet widespread fanaticism and secret 
conspiracy. 

No one deplores more than I do,” he said, “ that 
the existing law of the land is not sufficient to deal 
with the new perils by which we are threatened, but it 
is not, and therefore we must make it stronger.” 

‘‘ Certainly, my lord,” said the red-headed figure in 
the fez, and again the sinister face of the Pasha smiled. 

And now teU me, Pasha,” said the Consul-General, 
how long a time will it take to pass this law through 
the Legislative Council and the Council of Ministers ? ” 
The Pasha looked up out of Ms small, shre'wd eyes, 
and answered — 

‘‘ Just as long or as short as your lordship desires.” 
And then the Consul-General, who was wiping Ms 
spectacles, put them deliberately on to his nose, looked 
deliberately into the Pasha’s face, and deliberately 
replied — 

Then let it be done without a day’s delay, your 
Excellency.” 
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A few rodnutes afterwards, without too much cere- 
mony, the Consul-General had dismissed his visitors 
and was tearing open a number of English newspapers 
which Ibrahim had brought into the room. 

The first of them, The Times, contained a report of 
the Mansion House Dinner, headed “ TJitbest m the 
East. Important Speech by Eoreign Minister.” 

The Consul-General found the beginning full of 
platitudes. Egjrpt had become the great gate between 
the Eastern and Western hemispheres. It was essential 
for the industry and enterprise of mankind that that 
gate should be kept open, and therefore it was necessary 
that Egypt should be under a peaceful, orderly, and 
legal Government. 

Then, lowering the lights, the Minister had begun 
to speak to slow music. While it was the duty of 
Government to preserve order, it was also the duty of 
a Christian nation in occupation of a foreign country 
to govern it in the interests of the inhabitants, and, 
speaking for himself, he thought the executive authority 
would be strengthened, not weakened, by associating 
the people with the work of government. However 
this might be, the public could at least be sure that as 
long as the present Ministry remained in power it 
would countenance no policy on the part of its repre- 
sentatives that would outrage the moral, social, 
and, above ah, religious sentiments of a Moslem 
people. 

The Consul-General flung down the paper in disgust. 

Fossils of Whitehall ! Dunces of Dowming Street ! ” 

For some minutes he tramped about the room, teUing 
himself again that he didn’t care a straw what any 
Government and any Foreign Minister might say 
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because he had a power stronger than either at his 
back — ^the public. 

This composed his irritated nerves, and presently 
he took up the other newspapers. Then came a shock. 
Without an exception the journals accepted the 
Minister’s speech as a remonstrance addressed to Mm, 
and reading it so they S3nnpathised vdth it. 

One of them saw that Lord Nuneham, however pure 
and beneficent his intentions might be, had no right 
to force his ideals upon an alien race. Another hinted 
that he was destroying England’s prestige in her Mo- 
hammedan dominions, and, if permitted to go on, he 
•would not only endanger the peace of Egypt, but also 
the safety of our Indian Empire. And a third, ad- 
vocating the establishment of representative institu- 
tions, said that the recent arbitrary action of the 
Consul-General showed in glaringly dangerous colours 
the faults of the One-Man Rule which we granted to 
the King’s representative while we denied it to the 
King himself. 

The great Proconsul was, for some moments, utterly 
shaken — the sheet-anchor of his public life was gone. 
But ^vithin hah-an-hour he had called for Ms First 
Secretary and was dictating a letter to the Premier, 
who was also the Minister of Foreign Affairs. 

Having read the report of your lordsMp’s speech 
at the Mansion House,” he said, “ I find myself com- 
pelled to tell you that so great a difference between 
your lordship’s views and mine makes it difficult for 
me to remain in Egypt. 

‘‘I take the view that nine-tenths of these people 
are still in swaddling-clothes, and that any attempt to 
associate them with the work of government would do 
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a grave injustice to the inarticulate masses for whom 
we rule the country. 

I also take the view that Eg 3 ;^t is honeycombed 
with agitators, who, masquerading as religious re- 
formers, are sowing sedition against British rule, and 
that the only way to deal with such extremists is by 
stem repression. 

Taking these views and finding them at variance 
with those of your lordship, I respectfully beg to tender 
my resignation of the post of H.M.’s Agent, Consul- 
General and Minister Plenipotentiary, which I have 
held through so many long and laborious years, and 
at the same time to express the hope that my successor 
may be a man qualified by knowledge and experience 
of the East to deal with these millions of Orientals 
who, accustomed for seventy centuries to the dictation 
of imperial autocrats, are so easily inflamed by fanatics 
and yield so readily to the wily arts of spies and secret 
conspirators.” 

Having finished the dictating of his letter, the Consul- 
General asked when the next mail left for England, 
whereupon the Secretary, whose voice was now as 
tremulous as his hand had been, rephed that there 
would be no direct post for nearly a week. 

That will do. Copy out the letter and let me 
have it to sign.” 

With a frightened look the Secretary turned to go. 

Wait 1 Of course you will observe absolute secrecy 
about the contents of it ? ” 

With a tremulous promise to do so the Secretary 
left the room. 

Then the Consul-General took up a calendar that had 
been stanc^g on his desk and began to count the days. 
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— ten — fifteen, and five days more “before I 
can receive a reply — ^it’s enough,” he thought. 

England’s eyes would be opened by that time and 
the public would see how much the Government knew 
about Egypt. Accept his resignation ? They dare 
not ! It would do them good, though — serve as a 
rebuke, and strengthen his own hands for the work 
he had now to do. 

What was that work ? To destroy the man who 
had robbed him of his son. 


CHAPTER II 

Eably the next morning the Consul-General received 
a letter from the Princess Nazimah, saying she had 
something to communicate, and proposed to come to 
tea with him. At five o’clock she came, attended by 
sais, footmen, and even eunuch, but wearing the latest 
of Paris hats and the lightest of chifion veils. 

Tea was laid on the shady verandah overlooking 
the fresh verdure of the garden, with its waU of purple 
bougainvillea, and thinking to set the lady at ease 
the Consul-General had told Fatimah, instead of 
Ibrahim, to serve it. But hardly had they sat down 
when the Princess said in French — 

“ Send that woman away. I don’t trust women. 
I’m a woman myself, and I Imow too much of them.” 

A few minutes afterwards she said, '' Now you can 
give me a cigarette. Light it. That wifi do. Thank 
you I ” Then squaring her plump person in a large 
cane chair, she prepared to speak, while the Consul- 
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General, wiio was in ids most silent mood, composed 
himself to listen. 

“ I suppose you were surprised when this woman who 
blossomed out of a harem wrote to say that she was 
coming to take tea with you ? Here she is, though, 
and now she has something to say to you.’’ 

Then puff, puff, puff from the scarlet lips, while the 
powdered face grew hard, and the eyes, heavily shaded 
with kold, looked steadfastly forward. 

‘‘ I have always suspected it, but I discovered it for 
certain only yesterday. And where did I discover it ? 
In my own salon ! ” 

‘‘ What did you discover in your own salon. Princess ? ” 
asked the Consul-General in his tired voice. 

“ Conspiracy ! ” 

Trained as was the Consul-General’s face to self- 
command it betrayed surprise and alarm. 

“ Yes, conspiracy against you and against England.” 

“ You mean, perhaps, that the man Ishmael 
Ameer ” 

“ Rubbish I Ishmael indeed ! He is in it, certainly. 
In a country like Egypt the holy man always is. Re- 
ligion and politics are twins here — Siamese twins, you 
may say, for you couldn’t get a slip of paper between 
them. . . . What’s that ? The Mahdist movement 
political ? Perhaps it was, but politics on the top of 
religion — ^the monkey on the donkey’s back, you know. 
Always so in the East. The only way to move the 
masses is to make an appeal to their religious passions. 
Th&y know that, and they’ve not scrupled to use their 
knowledge, the rascals ! Rascals, that’s what I call 
them. Excuse the word. I say what I think, Nune- 
ham.” 
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They ? Who are they. Princess ? 

The corps diplomatique^ 

Again the stern face expressed surprise. 

‘‘Yes, the corps dip-lo-rm-tique / ” with a dig on 
every syllable. “ Half-a-dozen of them were at my 
house yesterday and they were not ashamed to lot me 
know what they are doing.” 

“ And what are they doing, Princess ? ” 

“ Heljping the people to rebel ! ” 

Then throwing away her cigarette the Princess rose 
to her feet, and pacing to and fro on the verandah, 
with a firm tread that had little of the East and not 
much of the woman, she repeated the story she had 
heard in her salon — how Ishmael Ameer was to return 
to Cairo, with twenty, thirty, forty thousand of his 
followers, and some fantastic dream of establisliing a 
human society that should be greater, nobler, wider, 
and more God-like than any that had yet dwelt on this 
planet ; how the diplomats laughed at the ridiculous 
hallucination, but were nevertheless preparing to sup- 
port it in order to harass the Government and dishonour 
England. 

“ But how ? ” 

“ By finding arms for the people to fight with if you 
attempt to keep their Prophet out ! Ask your In- 
spectors ! Ask your police ! See if rifles bought with 
foreign money are not coming into Cairo every day.” 

By this time it was the Consul-General who was 
pacing up and down the verandah, while the Princess, 
who sat to smoke another cigarette, repeated the 
opinions of the foreign representatives one by one^ — 
Count This, who was old and should know better if 
white hairs brought wisdom; Baron That, who was 
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AS long as a palm tree but without a date; and the 
Marquis o£ So-and-So. 

They tell me because Pm a Turk ; but a Turk need 
not be a traitor, so I’m telling you.” 

The iron face of the Consul-General grew white and 
rigid, but, sa3ring nothing, he continued to pace to 
and fro. 

Why don’t you turn them aU out ? They are 
making nothing but mischief. The head of the idle 
man is the house of the devil, and the best way is 
to puh it down. Why not ? Capitulations ! Pooh ! 
Wliile the meat hangs above, the dogs will quarrel 
below. Dogs, that’s what I call them. Excuse the 
word. I speak what I think.” 

And the Egyptians — ^what are they doing ? ” 

“ Wdiat are they always doing ? Conspiring with 
your enemies to turn you out of the country on the 
ground that you are tramphng on their religious liberty.” 

“Wiiich of them?” 

All of them — ^pashas, people, efiendis, officials, your 
own Ministers — everybody.” 

Everybody ? ” 

Everybody ! The stupids ! They can’t see farther 
than the ends of their noses, or realise that they would 
only be exchanging one master for fourteen. What 
would Egypt be then ? A menagerie with all the gates 
of the cages open. Oh, I know ! I say what I think ! 
I’m their Princess, but they can take my rank to-morrow 
if they wish to.” 

The second cigarette was thrown away, and a po-wder- 
puff and small mirror were taken from a silver bag that 
hung from the lady’s wrist. 

But serve you right, you English ! You make the 



THE COMNG BAY 


127 


same mistake everywkere. Education ! Cmiisation ! 
Judicial reform ! Rubbisli ! The Koran tells the 
Moslem what to believe and what to do, so what does 
he want with your progress ? ” 

The pow^der-puff made dabs at the white cheeks, but 
the lady continued to talk. 

Your Western institutions are thrown away on 
him. It’s like a beautiful wife married to a blind 
husband — a waste ! ” 

The sun began to set behind the wall of purple creeper 
and the lady rose to go. 

No news of your Gourdan yet ? No ? He wns the 
best of the bunch, and I simply lost my heart to him. 
You should have kept him more in hand though. . , • 
You couldn’t ? You, the greatest man in. . , . Well, 
there’s something to say for the Eastern way of bringing 
up boys, it seems.” 

Passing through the drawing-room the Princess came 
upon the portrait of Helena, which used to stand by 
Lady Nuneham’s bed. 

‘‘ All, the moon ! The beauty ! Bismillah ! Ydiat 
did Allah give her such big black eyes for ? Back in 
England, isn’t she ? My goodness, there was red blood 
in that girl’s veins, Nuneham I God have mercy upon 
me, yes ! You should have heard her talk of your 
Ishmael ! ” 

The Princess put the portrait to her lips and kissed 
it, then closed her eyes and said with a voluptuous 
laugh — 

‘‘ Ah, mon Dieu, if this had only been a Muslemali, 
you wouldn’t have had much trouble with your Mahdi ! ” 

Hardly had the Consul-General returned to his 
library after the departure of the Princess when Ms 
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Secretary brought liim a telegram from the Sirdar — ^tlie 
same that lie had dictated at Ediartoum, telling of tlie 
intended visit to Cairo, of the preparations for Ishmael’s 
projected pilgrimage, and of the danger that was likely 
to arise from the growing belief in the Prophet’s divine ” 
inspiration. 

‘'So our friend is beginning to understand the man 
at last,” he said, with an expression of bitter joy. 
" Meet him on his arrival. Tell him I have much to say.” 

That night when the Consul-General went up to his 
bedroom — ^the room in which alone the machine became 
the man — ^he was thinking, as usual, of Gordon. 

“ Such power, such fire, such insight, such resource 1 
My own son too, and worth all the weaklings put 
together ! Oh, that he could be here now — ^now, when 
every hand seems to be raised against Ms father I But 
where is he ? What is he doing ? Only God can say.” 

Then the Consul-General remembered what the 
Princess had said about Helena. Ah, if those two 
could have carried on his line — ^what a race ! So pure, 
so clean, so strong ! But that was past praying for 
now, and woe to the day when they had said to Mm, 

A man child is born to you.” 

After that the Consul-General thought of Ishmael, and 
then the bitterness of his soul almost banished sleep. 
He had Imovm from the first that the man could not 
be working alone ; he had knovm, too, that some of 
England’s " allies ” were her secret enemies, but a com- 
bination of Eastern mummery vdth Western treachery 
was more than he had reckoned upon. 

" Ho matter ! I’ll master both of them ! ” he thought. 

A great historical tragedy should be played before 
the startled audience of disunited Europe, whose inter- 
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national jealousies were conspiring with religious quad'- 
cries to make the government of Eg3rpt impossible, arid 
when the curtain fell on that drama England would he 
triumphant, he would himseh be vindicated, and the 
'' fossils of Whitehall ” would be ashamed. 

Last of all he thought of the Egyptian Ministers. 
These were the ingrates he had made and worked vdtii, 
but they were no fools, and it was difficult to under- 
stand why they were throwing in their lot with a 
visionary mummer who was looldng for a millennium, 

“ I am at a loss to know what to think of a world in 
which such empty quackery can be supported by sane 
people,” he thought. 

There was one sweeter thought left, though, and as 
the Consul-General dropped oh’ to sleep he told himself 
that, thanks to Helena, he would soon have Ishmael in 
his hands, and then he would kill him as he would kill 
a dangerous and demented dog. 


CHAPTER III 

During the next few days the Consul-General was 
closely occupied. The Law of Public Security being 
promulgated, he called upon the Minister of the Interior 
to call upon the Commandant of Police to issue a 
warrant for the arrest of Ishmael Ameer. 

But where is Ishmael Ameer ? ” asked the hEnister. 
When this was reported to the Consul-General his 
stem face smiled, and he said — 

‘‘ Let him wait and see.” 

Early one morning his Secretary came to his room to 

n. ® 
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w timi tlie Sirdar had arrived from Khartoum, and 
had fiOTie on to lieadquarlers, but would give himself the 
c»t calling upon his lordship before long. 

Ttdl him it must be soon — there is much to do,” 

>aiil the Cbn^ul-fTeneraL 

LattT the same day the Commandant of Police came, 
vitii a km oring .miile on his rudd}” face, to say that the 
Bnioulii had reached Cairo, and that he had been 
follf)ved to the Serai Fum el Khalig, the palace of the 
Clianeelor of El Azliar. where he had already been 
vidted by the Graiid Mufti, some of the Mnisters, 
certain of the diplomatic Corps and nearly the whole 
the Oeiiia. 

•* Wd^ he alone ? ” asked the Consul-General. 

Quite alone, your lorcbhip, and now he is as safely 
ill our hands as if lie were already under lock and key.” 

Good ! Wliat did you say Ms address was ? ” 

“ Herai Finn el Khalig.” 

Palace Fum el Khalig,” repeated the Consul-General, 
making a note on a marble tablet which stood on his 

desk. 

Ltiiet still, very late, the Grand Cadi came with the 
same iieva. The suave old Moslem judge was visibly 
excited. His pale, l^>mphatic, pock-marked cheeks, his 
earth-coloured lips, his base eyes, and his nose as sharp 
as a beak, gave him more than ever the appearance of 
a fierce and sagacious bird of prey. After exaggerated 
bows, he besian to speak in the oily, half-smothered 
voif'c of one who lives in constant fear of being over- 
heard. 

Your Eseeileney will remember that when on former 
occasions I have had the inestimable privilege of ap- 
proacMng your honourable person in order to warn you 



THE COHIXG DAY 


131 


tliat if you did not put down a certain Arab inxiovati r 
tlie result would be deatli to tlie rule of England ia 
Eg^^’pt, your Excellency has demanded proofs.’’ 

- Wen ? ” 

“ I am now in a position to provide them,” 

‘‘ State the case precisely,” said the Consul-General. 

“Your Excellency vill be interested to hear that a 
person of some consequence has arrived in Cairo,” 

Trained to self-control, the Consul-General conquered 
an impulse to say, I know,” and merely said, “ IVlio 
is he ? ” 

“ He calls himself Sheikh Omar Benani, and is under- 
stood to be the vise and wealthy head of the great 
tribe of the Ababdah Bedouins %vho inhabit the country 
that lies east of Assouan to the Red Sea.” 

WeE ? ” 

‘‘The man who calls himself Omar Benani is — 
Islimael Ameer.” 

At that the base eyes glanced up with a look of 
triumph, but the Consul-General’s face remained im- 
movable. 

“Well?” 

“Ho doubt your Excellency is asking yourself wiiy 
he comes in this disguise, and if your Excellency will 
deign to give me your attention I wiE teE you.” 

“ I am listening.” 

“ Ishmael Ameer pretends to be a reformer intent 
upon the moral and intellectual regeneration of Mam, 
and he preaches the coming of a golden age in which 
unity, peace and brotherhood are to reign throughout 
the earth.” 

“ Well ? ” 

“ With this ridiculous and impracticable propaganda 
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he Imis appealed to many wild and ardent minds, so that 
a vmi fcillo\riiig of lialf-civilised people wdiom lie has 
gathered up in the Soudan are to start soon — may have 
starl ed already — for tliis city, which they believe to be 
the of the new worId2’ 

Well ? 

Isliiiiael Ameer pretends to have come to Cairo in 
advance of his foEowers to prepare for that millennium.” 

** And what has he really come for ? ” 

'*■ To establish a political State.” 

Down to that moment the Consul-General had been 
leaning back in his chair in the attitude of one who 
was listening to sometliing he already Imew, but now 
lie sat up s!iar|)h^ 

Is this a fact ? ” 

"‘It is a fact, your Excellency. And if your Ex- 
cellency will once more deign to grant me your atten- 
tion, I will put you in possession of a secret,” 

Go on,” said the Consul-General. 

Instinctively the suave old judge drew his legs up 
on his chair and fingered his amber beads. 

Your Excellency wiU perhaps remember that owing 
to differences of opinion with the Khedive — may Allah 
bless him ! — ^you were compelled to require that for a 
while he should leave the country.” 

'Well ! ” 

He went to Constantinople with the intention of lay- 
ing his grievances against England before His Serenity 
the Sultan— may the Merciful give him long life I ” 

« Well ? ” 

Tile Sultan is a friend of England, your Excellency 
•—the Khedive was turned away.” 

And then ? ” 
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“ Then lie went to Paris, as your Excellency ia pro- 
babty avrare.®* 

Well ? ” 

" Perhaps your Excellency supposes that lie occupied 
himself with the frivolities of the gay capital of France 
— dinners, theatres, dances, races ? But no ! He had 
two enemies now, England and Turkey, and he pre- 
sumed to tliink he could punish both.” 

‘‘ How ? In what way ? ’’ 

By founding a secret society for the conquest of 
S57ria, Palestine and Arabia, and the estabiisliment of 
a great Arab Empire with himself as its Caliph and 
Cairo as its capital.” 

Well ? What happened ? ” 

Need I say w'hat happened, your Excellency ? By 
means of his great wealth he was able to send ouc 
hundreds of paid emissaries to every part of the Arabic 
world, and Ishmael Ameer was the first of them.” 

The Consul-General was at length startled out of all 
his composure. 

“ Can you prove this ? ” he said. 

“Your Excellency, if I say anything I can always 
prove it.” 

The Consul-GeneraFs brow’ grew more and more 
severe. 

“And his name — ^his assumed name — irhat did you 
say it was ? ” 

“ Sheikh Omar Benani.” 

“ Sheikh Omar Benani,” repeated the Consul- 
General, making another note on his marble tablet. 

“ That is enough for the present,” he said. '' I have 
something to do to-night. I must ask your Eminence 
to excuse me.” 
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After file Orand Cadi bad gone, with many sweep- 
iLU Tariou^ oily eomplmients, and that cruel 

ir’It au in hh ha-'C eyes which proceeds only from base 
t!ie Cnii-iil-Oeneral rang sharply for his Secretary, 
have not yet made out our invitations for the 
Kmj^ ilinner — let us do so now,” lie said. 

He \lav\v a sheet of paper across the table to Ms 
St t retaiy, vho prepared to make notes. 

Hist, the Diplomatic Corps — every one of them.” 

" Yes, my lord.” 

‘‘ Xext, our Egt'ptiaii IVIinisters and the leading 
jnt‘!iibers of the Legislative Council.” 

Yea. iiiy lord.” 

Xest, the more prominent Pashas and Notables.” 

Yi‘s ! ” 

Of t*ourse our own people as usual, and finally 

Yes ” 

Finally, the Llema of El Azhar.” 

The Secretary looked up in astonishment. 

'' Oh, 1 know,” said the Consul-General. They 
have nevc‘r been invited before, but this is a special 

ocea-^ion.” 

(^Mite so, my lord.” 

Tine Consul-General fixed his eyeglass and took up 

liih marble tablet. 

''"Ill writing to the Chancellor of Et Azhar at the 
Palace Fuin el Eihalig,” he said, “ enclose a card for 
the Sheikii Omar Eenani.” 

Sheikh Omar Benani.” 

Say that hearing that one so highly esteemed 
among his ovui people is at present on a visit to Cairo, 
I shall be honoured by Ms company.” 

Yes, my lord.” 
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’■' Thai will do. Good-night ! ’’ 

Good-nigiit, my lord.” 

It was early morning before llie Consul-General went 
to heel. The Grand Cadils story, beins exactly wliat 
lie wanted to believe, had thrown him entirely ofi Ids 
guard. It appeared to illuminate eveiwhliiiig tliat had 
looked dark and mj'stcrious — the sudden acb/eni of 
Mimael, the growth of liis influence, the sending out 
of liis emissaries, Ms projected pilgrimage, and the 
gathering up of camels and horses in such enormous 
quantities as even the Government could not have com- 
manded in time of war. 

It accounted for Ishmael’s presence in Cairo, and 
his mission (as described by Helena) of drawing off the 
allegiance of the Egyptian army. It accounted, too, 
for the treachery of the Mnisters, Pashas and Xotables, 
wiio w'ere too shrewd and too selfiish (whatever the riff- 
raff of the Soudan might be) to risk their comfortable 
incomes for a religious chimera. 

Yes, the Khedive’s money and the substantial pros- 
pect of establishing a vast Arab Empire, not the vague 
hope of a spiritual millennium, had been the power 
that worked these wonders. 

It vexed him to tMnk that Ms old enemy whom he 
had banished had been more powerful in exile than at 
home, and it tortured Mm to reflect that Ishmael had 
developed, with the religious malady of the Mahdi, Ms 
political mania as well. 

But no matter ! He would be more than a match for 
all these forces, and when Ms great Mstoricai drama 
came to be played before the eyes of astonished humanity, 
it rrould be seen that he had saved, not England only 
but Europe, and perhaps civilisation itself. 
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Tl j , { )r throe triumpliant hours, the Consul-General 
Kau liim-fh' a patru)t trampling on the enemies of 
hiV foiiBiry: but hardly had he left the library and 
hiTiin hi dimb thc^ Hairs lus great, empty, echoing 
hn-(\ s^vitc^hing olf the lights as he ascended, and 
h darknes- behind him, than the statesman sank 
li.. k on tliC man — the broken, bereaved human being — 
and lie reeouaised his motives for tvhat they were, 

A few minutes after lie had reached his bedroom 
Fatimah entered it vitli a jug of hot veater, and found 
him sitting with his head in his hands, looking fixedly 
at the portrait in the blaek-and-gfit frame of the little 
lad in an Arab fez. 

*lli, everybody loved that boy,’^ she said, whereupon 
the old man 3*aised his head and dismissed her brusquely. 

You ought to be in bed by this time — go at once,” 

he s£iid. 

Dear heart, so ought your lordship,” said the 
Eg\q>tiaii v'oman. 

The Consul-General could dismiss Fatimah, but there 
was some one he could not get rid of, the manly, magni- 
ficent, heart-breaking young figure that always lived in 
his niimrs eye, with its deadly white face, its trembling 
lower lip, and its quivering voice, tvMch said, “ General, 
the time may com© w^hen it will be even more painful 
to you to remember all this than it has been to me to 
bear it.” 

Wliere was he now’ ? What was he doing ? His son, 
Ms only son, all that was left to Mm ! 

There w’as only one way to lay that ghost, and the 
CorLSul-General did so by telling Mmself with a sort 
of fierce joy that wiierever Gordon might be he must 
soon hear that Ishmael, in a pitiful and tricky disguise, 
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liad been discovered in Cairo, and then he would see 
for liimself what an arrant schemer and unscrupulous 
charlatan was the person for whom he had sacrifiecd 
his life. 

With that bitter-sweet thoiicjht the lonely old man 
forced back the tears that had been gathering in his 
eyes and went to bed. 


CHAPTER IV 
I 


FCM EL KHALIG, 
Caieo. 

” My beaeest Helena, — ^Here I am, you see, and I mi 
not arrested, although I travelled in the same train with 
the Sirdar, met liini face to face on the platform at 
Khartoum, again on the platform at Atbara, again on 
the landing place at Shelal, and finally in the station 
at Cairo, where he was received on his arrival by his 
officers of the Egyptian army, by my father’s first 
Secretary, and by the Commandant of Police. 

‘‘ I ivas asking myself wiiat this could mean, whether 
your black boy had reached Ms destination, and if yom* 
letter had been delivered, when suddenly I became aware 
that I was being observed, w’atched and follo*wed to tills 
house, and by that I knew^ that in this land of mystery 
my liberty was to be allowed to me a little longer for 
reasons I have stiU to fathom. 

This is the home of the Chancellor of El Azliar, and 
I have delivered Ishmael’s letter announcing the change 
of plan whereby I have come into Cairo instead of 
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blit I have pledged the good old man to secrecy 
on tliat subject, for the present at all events, giving 
him niT i uriident assurance that in common vitii the 
be-t of the Ulema he is being vickedly deceived and 
made an Innocent instrument for the destruction of 
Iii^ ovii caii'-e. 

'Mx dear Helena, I was right. My v'ague suspicions 
of that damnable intriguer the Grand Cadi were Justified. 
Mm\idy I realise that after fruitless efforts to inveigle 
Ishiiiael into schemes of anarchical rebellion it was he 
vdio conceived the conspiracy, which has taken our 
friend by stonii, in the form of a passive mutiny of the 
Eg}"]itian army. The accursed scoundi'el knows well 
it cannot be passive, that somewhere and somehow it 
will break into active resistance, but that is precisely 
what he desires. As I told you, it is the old trick of 
Caiaplias over again, and that is the lowest, meanest, 
dirtiest thing in history. 

“ Query, is he playing the same game vith the Consul- 
General ? I am sure he is, and when I think that 
England and my father may be in as much danger as 
Egypt and Ishraael from the man’s devilish machina- 
tions, I am more than ever certain that Providence had 
a pui'pose in bringing me to Cairo, and I feel reconciled 
to the necessity of living here in this threefold disguise, 
being one tiling to Ishmael, another to the Grand Cadi 
and Co., and a third to the Government and police. 
I feel reconciled too, or almost reconciled, to the neces- 
sity of leaving you where you are, for the present at 
all events, although it rips me like a sword-cut as often 
as I think of it. 

“ I have sent for Hafiz and expect to hear through 
Mm what is happening at the Agency, but I am hoping 
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he mill not come until momiiu^, for to-niglit I can think 
of nothing but ourselves. When I left you at Kliartoiim 
I felt that higher powers vere constraining and con- 
trolling me, and that I was only yielding at last to an 
oven^ helming sense of fatality, I thought I had made 
every possible effort, had exhau-sted ever%" means and 
had nothing to reproach myself with, but hardly had I 
got away into the desert %vhen a hand seemed to gra"-p 
me at the back of my neck and to say, YTiy did you 
leave her behind ? ’ 

In IslimaeFs house and in that atmosphere of de- 
lirious ecstasy in the mosque it was easy to tliiiik it 
necessary for you to remain, otherwise my purpose in 
going away must from thefir&t be frustrated, but awak- 
ening in the morning in my native compartment, with 
men and boys lying about on sacks, the sandy day- 
light filtering tlirough the closed shutters of the carriage 
and the train full of the fetid atmosphere of exhausted 
sleep, I could not help but prote t to mj’seli that at 
any cost whatever I should have found a way to bring 
you w ith me. 

“ Thank God, if I have left you behind in that trying 
and false position it is with no Ivhalifa, no corrupt 
and concupiscent fanatic, but a man of the finest 
and purest instincts, w'ho is too much occupied with 
his spiritual mission, praise the Lord, to think of the 
beautiful wmman by his side, so I tell myself it was the 
will of Providence, and there is nothing to do now 
but to leave ourselves in the hands of fate. 

Good-night, dearest 1 D.F. I’ll write agaiii to- 
morrow.” 
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II 

Have just seen Hafiz. The dear old fellow came 
racin'^ up here at sis o’clock tins morning, vitli Ms big 
rfi'iiid like the aurora borealis, sliining in smiles 
and tears. Heewens, how he laughed and cried and 

^wr^re and .“sweated ! 

He thought Ms letter about my mother’s death 
had brought me back, and when I gave Mm a Mnt of 
my real €*rrand he nearly dropped vith terror. It seems 
tliai among my old colleagues in Cairo reputation 
is now of the lowest, being that of a person who was 
bribed — God Imows by whom — ^to do what I did. As 
a consequence it vill go ill \rith me, according to Plafiz, 
if I should be discovered, but as that is pretty certain 
to happen in any case I am not too much troubled, 
and find more interest in the fact that your boy Mosie 
Is staying at the Agency and that consequently my 
father must have received your letter. 

“ My dear Helena, my ‘ mystic sense ’ has been right 
again. The Grand Cadi continues to pay secret visits 
to the Consul-General. That much Hafiz could say 
from Ms intercourse with his mother, and it is suffi- 
cient to tell me that, by keeping a running sore open 
vith my father, the scoundrel counts on destroying not 
only Ishmael but England, by leading her to such re- 
sistance as viil result in bloodshed, and thus dishonour 
her in the eyes of the civilised world and leave Egypt 
a cockpit in wMcli half the foreign Powers ’ivill fight 
for themselves, no matter who may suffer. 

“ Wliat should I do ? God knows ! I have an almost 
UBConquerable impulse to go straight to my father and 
open his eyes to what is going on. He is enveloped by 
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intrigues and surrounded by enemies in liigb places 
— ^liis Eg}"ptiaii Mnisters, the creatures of Ms o^vn, 
creation ; some of the foreign diplomats, the European 
leeches who suck Ms blood while they pretend to be 
his friends, and above all this rascally Cadi, with Ms 
sleek face and double-sword game. 

But w’hat can I say ? Wliat positive fact can I 
yet point to ? Will my father believe me if I tell him 
that IslimaeFs following which is coming up to Cairo 
is not, as he thinks, an armed force ? That the Grand 
Cadi & Co. are a pack of lying intriguers, each one 
placing for his own hand ? 

‘‘ My father is a great man w^ho probably does not 
need and w'ould certainly resent my compassion, hut, 
Lord God, how I pity him I Alone, in his old age, 
after all he has done for Egypt ! As for his Secretaries 
and Advisers, he has not brought them up to help him. 
and I w'-ould enlarge the Biblical warning about not 
putting one’s trust in princes to include parvenus as 
w^'cll. 

“ My dear Helena, where are you now’, I wonder ? 
Wliat is happening to you ? Wliat occurred after I 
left Khartoum ? These are the questions which during 
half the day and nearly the wrhole of the night are 
liammering, hammering, hammering on my brain. 
Ishmael w’as to follow me in a fewr days, so I suppose 
you are on the desert by this time. The desert ! In 
the midst of that vast horde ! The soourings of a 
wiiole continent ! Poor old Hafiz had something like 
a fit w’hen I told him you w’ere not in England but in 
the Soudan, yet as a fatalist he feels bound to believe 
that ever3rfcMng will work out for the best and he asks 
me to send his high regard to you. 
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It gives one a strange sensation, and is almost like 
.^eeing tliiinrs from anotlier state of existence, to "be 
k*re in Oairo ^Talking about unrecognised amid the 
familiar sights, and hearing the gun fired from the 
ViUM every day ; but the sharpest twinge comes of 
the hackiig thought of where i/ou are and what cir- 
eiim.4aziees surround 3 "ou. In fact, memory is always 
playing some devilish trick with me and raking up 
thoughts of the condition in wliich I found you in 
Kiiartoiim. 

Helena, my dear Helena, I have an immense faith 
in your strength and your courage. You are mine, 
mine, mine — remember that ! I do — I have to — all 
the lime. That is what sets me at ease in my dark 
hours and gives sleep, as the Arabs say, to my eyelids. 
For the rest, ve must resign ourselves and continue to 
•v\ait for the direction of fate. The fact that I was 
not arrested in the character of Ishmael immediately 
on my arrival in Cairo makes me think Hafiz may b© 
right—- that, D.F. one way or another, God knows 
how, everything is working out for the best. It’s 
damned easy to say that, I know, but, upon my soul, 
dearest, I believe it. So keep up heart, my poor old 
girl, and God bless you I Goedok. 

P.jS.-— I ll hold this letter back until I think you 
must be nearing Assouan, and then send it D.F. by 
safe hands to be delivered to you there. 

“ P. P.8, —I open my envelope to tell you of a new 
development I I am invited with the Chancellor of 
El Azhar to the Consul-GeneraFs dinner in honour of 
the King’s Birthday. Tliis, in the character of Sheikh 
Omar Benani, who is, it seems, the chief of the tribe 
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of tlie Ababdali, iiilmbiting the country between 
Assouan and the K.ed Sea, a person a gieat repu- 
tation. for wealth and wisdom, and a man whose word 
is truth. 

Yliat does it mean ? One tiling certainly — that 
acting on the information contained in your letter the 
authorities are mistaking me for Unnael Ameer, and 
proposing some scheme to eaptuie me. But iihy don't 
they take me without further ado ? Yliat unfathom- 
able reason can there be for the delay in doing so 1' 
Intrigue on intrigue ! I must wait and see. 

]\Ieantime I am asking myseK where the real Ishmaei 
is and wliat he is doing now* ? Is the belief in liis 
‘ di\ine ’ guidance increasing Is he acquiring the 
influence of a i\Iahdi ? If so, God help him ! God 
help his people 1 God help my father ! God help 
everybody ! 

“ But sit tight, my girl ! Something good is going 
to happen to us I I feel it, I know* it ! AM. my love to 
you, Helena i Maa-es-salamah ! ” 


CHAPTER V 
I 

“ Khaetoum. 

My deab, deae Gobdoy, — Gone ! You are actually 
gone ! I can hardly believe it. It must be like this to 
awEken from chloroform after losing one’s right hand, 
only it must be something out of my heart in this in- 
stance, for though I have not shed a tear since you 
ivent mva^j and do not intend to shed one, I have a wild 
sense of weeping in the desolate chambers of my soul. 
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Writing to you ? Certainly I am. Gordon, do you 
know wliat you have done for me ? You have given 
me faith in your "mystic senses,’ and by virtue of 
eertaiii of my ovti I am now sure that you are not dead, 
ar-d that you are not going to die, so I am writing to 
y II out of the chaos that envelops me, having no one 
lu'ie to speak to, Kterally no one, and being at present 
iiiihffercnt to the mystery of what is to become of my 
leit er. 

“ It seems I fainted in the mosque after that wild 
riot of barbaric sounds, and did not come back to full 
cf’iiselousness until next morning, and then I found the 
Arab woman and the child attending on me in my 
room. Naturally I thought I might have been delirious 
and I was in h-rror lest I had betrayed myself, so I 
a'keii what I had been saying in my sleep, whereupon 
Ztiicba protested that I had said nothing at aU, but 
Ayesiia, the sweet little darling, said I had been calling 
upon the great White Pasha (meaning General Gordon) 
whose picture (liis statue) was by the Palace gates. 
What an escape ! 

Of course my first impulse was to run away, but at 
the next moment I saw that to do so -would be to defeat 
your scheme in going, and that as surely as it had 
been your duty to go into Cairo, it -was mine to remain 
in Khartoum. But all the same I felt myself to be a 
captive— as surely a captive as any white wmman who 
was ever held in the Mahdi’s camp — and it did not 
sweeten my captivity to remember that I had first 
become a |)risoiier of my own free ivilL 

If I am a captive I am under no cruel tyrant, though, 
and IshmaeFs kindness is killing me. I was certainly 
wrong about him in Cairo, and his character is pre- 
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cisely the reverse of what I expected. Little Ayesha 
teHs me that during the night I lay unconscious her 
father did not sleep at all, but kept coming into the 
guest-room every hour to ask for news of me, and now 
he knocks at my door a dozen times a day, asking if I 
am better, and saying ' To morrow, please God, you will 
be well.’ It makes me wretched, and brings me dreadfully 
near to the edge of tears, remembering w'hat I have done 
to Mm. and how certainly Ms hopes will be destroyed. 

“ Naturally Ms people have taken his cue, and last 
night Black Zogal gathered up a crorvd of half -crazy 
creatui'es like himself to say a prayer for me at the 
Saint’s house wMch is just outside my window. 

‘ Thou knowest our White Lady, 0 Father Gabreel, 
that she is betrothed to our Haster, and that his heart 
is low and Ms bread is bitter because she is sick. Hake 
her well if it please God, 0 Father Gabreel 1 ’ Thus 
the simple-hearted cMldren of the desert called down 
God’s spirit to their circle of fire for me, and after loud 
cries of Allah I Allah ! ’ going on for nearly an hour, 
they seemed to be content, for Zogal said — 

^ Abu Gabreel hears, 0 my brothers, and to-morrow, 
please God, our sister will be -welL’ 

“ I had been reaching up in bed to look and listen, 
and when all was over I wanted to lay down my head 
and howl. 

The time has come for the people to start on their 
pilgrimage, but Ishmael insists upon postponing the 
journey until I have quite recovered. Meantime Zenoba 
is trying to make miscMef, and to-day when the door 
of my room was ajar, I heard her hinting to Ishmael 
that the Wliite Lady was not really 11 but only pro- 
tending to be — a bit of treachery for wMeh she got no 
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beincr t-liarply reproved as slie was on tiie 
laoriiiii^ of your mother’s letter. 

That woman makes a vild cat of me. I can’t help 
it— I Late her ! Of course I see throngli her, too. She 
1-^ in love with IshmacL and though I ought to pity 
her ]'>aRg'> of Jealou'^y there are moments when I want 
to i'ur-e her leligion and the dawni of the day of her 
hirtli and her mother and her grandmother. 

The re ! You see I have caught the contagion of 
the eoiiiitiy" ; but I am really a little w^eak and out of 
lieait to-night, dear, so perhaps I had better say good- 
liiglit ! Good-night, my dearest ! 

II 

Oh dear ! Oh dear ! I could not bear to play the 
hyi>oerite any longer, so I got up to-day and told 
Ishmael I was well, and therefore he must not keep 
back his pilgrimage any longer. Such joy ! Such re- 
joicing ! It would break my heart, if I had any here, 
but having sent ail I possess to Caho I could do nothing 
hot sit in the guest-room and look on at the last of the 
|K^ople\s preparations for the desert journey — ^tents and 
beds being packed, and camels and horses and donkeys 
brought in to a continuous din of braying and grunting 
and neighing. 

We are to start away to-morrow morning, and this 
afternoon when that fact was announced to me I %Tas 
so terrified by the idea of being dragged over the desert 
like a slave that I asked Ishmael to leave me behind. 
His face fell, but — ^would you believe it ? — ^iie agreed, 
saying I was not strong enough to travel and Zenoba 
should stay to nurse me. At that I speedily repented 
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of my request and asked Mm to allow me to go, i;iliere- 
upon Ms face lightened like a cHld’s, and \Tith joy lie 
agreed again, sa3drxg the Arab woman sliould go to 
take care of me, for Ayesha was a big girl now and 
needed a nurse no longer. TMs was jumping out of 
the frying-pan into the fire, and I protested that I was 
quite able to look after myself ; but, out of Ms anxiety 
for my health, Ishmael would not be gainsaid, and the 
Arab woman said, ‘ I’ll watch over you like my eyes, 
my sister.’ I am sure she will, the vixen ! 


Ill 

We have left Khartoum and are now on the desert. 
The day had not yet dawned when w^e were awakened 
by a tattoo of pipes and native drums — ^surely the 
weirdest sound in the darkness that ever fell on mortal 
ear, creeping into the pores and getting under the very 
skin. Then came a din, a roar, a clamour — ^the grant- 
ing and gurgling and braying of five thousand animals 
and as much shouting and bellowing of human tongues 
as went to the building of the tower of Babel. 

The sun was rising, and there was a golden belt of 
cloud in the Eastern sky by the time we were ready to 
go. They had brought a litter on a dromedary for me, 
and I \?as almost the last to start. It was hard to part 
from the child, for though her sweet innocence had 
given me many a stab and I felt sometimes as if she had 
been created to torture me, I had grown to love her, 
and I think she loved me. She stood m we rode away, 
with a big tear ready to drop on to her golden cheek 
and looked after me with her gazelle-like eyes. Sweet 
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little Ayeslia, creature of the air and the desertf, I 
shall see her no more ! 

Crivsing the Malidi’s open-air mosque at Onidurman, 
where said moraing prayers, we set our faces north- 
ward fjver the tnid haKa grass and clumps of mimosa 
seridi, and as soon as we were out in the open desert 
with its vast bky I saw how gigantic was our caravan. 
The great ma»ss of men and animals seemed to stretch 
for miles across the yellow sand, and looked like an 
enormous tortoise creeping slowly along. 

"’We camped at sunset in the Wadi Bishara, the signal 
for the bivouac being the blowing of a great elephant- 
liom which had a thrilMng effect in that lonesome 
place. But more thrilling still was the effect of evening 
prayers, which began as soon as the camels and horses 
and donkeys had been unsaddled, and their grantings 
and brayings and gurglings, as well as the various noises 
of humanity, had ceased. 

‘‘'The afterglow was flaming along the flat sand, 
giving its yellow the look of bronze, when all knelt 
vith their faces to the East — Ishmael in front with 
sixty or seventy rows of men behind him. It w^as 
really very moving and stately to see, and made me 
understand w^hat was meant by somebody who said he 
could never look upon Mohammedans at prayers, and 
think of the miUions of hearts which at the same hour 
were sending their great chorus of praise to God, with- 
out wishing to be a Moslem. I did not wish to be that, 
but with the odious Arab woman always watching me, 
I found myself fingering my rosary and pretending to 
be a good Muslemali, though in reality I was repeating 
the lord^s Prayer. 

“ It is dark night now, the fires at which the people 
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baked their duraii and cooked their asida are d37ing 
do\-m, and half the camp is already asleep in this huge 
\\iM mlderness, under its big white stars. 

I must try to sleep too, so good-night, dearest, 
and God bless you ! I don’t know what is to be the 
end of all this, or where I am to dispatch my letter, 
or when you are to receive it, but I am sure you are 
alive and listening to me — ^and what should I do if I 
could not talk to you ? Helena.” 


CHAPTER VI 
I 


** SOUDAK 0ESEET (somewhere)* 

It is ten days, my dear Gordon, since I vTote my 
last letter, and there has never been an hour between 
when I dared pretend to this abomination of Eg 3 rpt 
(she is now snoring on the angerib by my side, sweet- 
heart) that I must while away an hour by writing in 
my ‘ Journal.’ 

“ Such a time I Boil and bubble, toil and trouble I 
Every morning before daybreak the wild peal of the 
elephant-hom, then the whole camp at prayers with 
the rising sun in our faces, then the striking of tents 
and the ruckling, roaring, gurgling and grunting of 
camels which resembles nothing so much as a styful of 
pigs in extremis ; then twelve hours of trudging through 
a forlorn and lifeless solitude with only a rest for 
the midday meal ; then the elephant*horn again and 
evening prayers, with the savage sun behind us, and 
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thm seitiiiig down to sleep in some blank and numb 
and bouiidli*^H wilderness — ^sucli is our daily story. 

3Iy goodness, Islimael is a wonderful person ! But 
all tlie hame tlie ' divine ^ atmosphere that is gathering 
about him Is positively frightening. I suspect Black 
Zugod of being the author and ' only begetter ’ of a good 
lit al of this idolatry. He gallops on a horse in front 
of crying, "There is no god but God,’ and 'The 
i^iessenger of God is coming,’ with the result that crowds 
of people are waiting for Ishmael at every village, with 
their houses swept, their straw mats laid down, and 
thcar carpet; spread on the divans, all eager to enter- 
tain him, to open their secret granaries to feed his 
followen^ or at least to kiss the hem of his caftan. 

Every day our numbers increase, and we go off 
from the greater towns to the beating of copper war- 
drums, the blowing of antelope horns, and sometimes 
to the cracking of rifles. It is all very crude in its 
half-savage magnificence, but it is almost terrifying, 
too, and the sight of this emotional creature, so liable 
to spasms of religious ecstasy, riding on his milk-white 
eamei through these fiercely fanatical people like a 
god, makes one tremble to think of the time that will 
surely come -when they find out, and he finds out, that 
after all he is notliing but a man. 

"" What sights, what scenes ! The other day there 
was a fearful sand-storm, in which a fierce cloud came 
sweeping out of the horizon, big with flame and wrath, 
and feE on us like a mountain of hell. As long as it 
lasted the people lay flat on the sand or crouched under 
their kneeling camels, and when it was over they rose 
in the dead blankness with the red sand on their faces 
and sent up, as mth one voice, a cry of lamentation 
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and derii)air. But Islimaei only smiled and said, ^ Let 
ns thank God for this day, 0 my brothers,’ and milieu 
the people asked him why, he answered, ^ Because we 
can never Imow anything so bad again.’ 

That simple word set every face shining, and as 
soon as vn reached the next village — Black Zo/ai as 
usual having gone before ns — ^io, we heard a story of 
how Ishmael had commanded a sand-storm to pass 
over our heads without touching us — and it had ! 

Another day we had stifling heat, in which the glare 
of the sand made our eyes to ache and the air to burn 
like the breath of a furnace. The water in the water- 
bottles became so hot that we dared not pour it on to 
the back of our hands, and even some of the camels 
dropped dead under the blazing eye of the sun. 

And when at length the sun sank beneath the 
horizon and left us in the cool dark night, the people 
could not sleep for want of -water to bathe their swell- 
ing eyelids and to moisten their cracking throats, but 
Ishmael w’alked tbi'ough their tents and comforted 
them, telling them it was never intended that man 
should always live well and comfortably, yet God, if 
He willed it, would bring them safely to their Journey’s 
end. 

After that the people lay do-wn on the scorching 
sand as if their thirst had suddenly been quenched; 
and next day, on coming to the first village, we heard 
that in the middle of a valley of black and blistered 
hills, Ishmael smote with his stafl a metallic rock that 
was twisted into the semblance of a knotted snake, and 
a well of ice-cold water sprung out of it, and everybody 
drank of it and then ‘ shook his fist at the sun.* 

¥eaiiy al last week our people were in poor heart 
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by reason of the mirages which mocked and misled 
tlienij shoising an enchanted land on the margin of the 
£ky, with beautiful blue lakes and rivers and green 
iirlaiids and shady groves of palm, and sweet long 
emerald grasses that quivered beneath a refreshing 
breeze ; but when, from their monotonous track on the 
parched and naked desert, the poor souls would go 
la search of these phantoms, they would find nothing 
but a great lone land, in the fulness of a still deeper 
desolation, 

*•' Then they -would fling themselves down in despair 
and ask why they had been brought out into the wuider- 
ness to die, but Islimael, with the same calm smile as 
before, would tell them that the life of this world was 
all a mirage, a troubled dream, a dream in a sleep, 
tliat the life to come was the awakening, and that he 
whose dreaiii was most disturbed was nearest the gates 
of Paradise 

Result — at the next town we came to, we were told 
that when we were in the middle of the wilderness 
Islimaei had made an oasis to spring up around us, 
vitli waving trees and rippling water and the air full 
of the songs of birds, the humming of bees, and the 
perfume of flowers, and -ive all fell asleep in it, and when 
we aivoke in the morning we believed we had been in 
Heaven ! 

"Good-night, my dear -dear! Oh, to think that 
all this miderness divides us ! But rmCaleysh ! In 
another hour I shall be asleep, and then— then I shall 

bo in your arms. 
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THE COamSTG DAY 
II 

“ Oh my ! Oh my ! Two incidents have happened 
to-day, dearest, that can hardly fail of great results. 
Eaiij m the morning we came upon the new convict 
settlement, a rough bastioned place hudt of sun-dried 
bricks in the middle of the Soudan desert. It contains 
the hundred and fifty Notables who were imprisoned 
by the Special Tribunal for assaults on the Army* of 
Occupation when they were defending the house of 
your friend the Grand Cadi. How Ishmael discovered 
this I do not know, but what he did was like another 
manifestation of the ‘ mystic sense.’ 

“ stopping the caravan with an unexpected blast of 
the elephant-hom, he caused ten rows of men to he 
ranged around the prison, and after silence had been 
proclaimed, he called on them to say the first Surah : 
‘ Praise he to God, the Lord of all creatures.’ 

“ It had a weird effect in that lonesome place, as of 
a great monotonous wave breaking on a bar far out 
at sea, but what followed was stil more eerie. After a 
breathless moment, in which everybody seemed to listen 
and hold bis breath, there came the deadened and 
muffied sound of the same words repeated by the 
prisoners within the walls : ‘ Praise be to God, the Lord 
of all creatures.’ 

“ When this was over Ishmael cried, ‘ Peace, brothers ! 
Patience ! The day of your dehveranee is near ! The 
Eedeemer is coming ! All your wrongs will be righted, 
aE your bruises will be healed ! Peace ! ’ 

“ And then there came from within the prison walls 
the muffled answer, ‘ Peace ! ’ 

“ The second of the incidents occurred about midday. 
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ITiieii crossing a lifeless %\aste of gloomy volcanic sand, 
ire came upon a desert graveyard, vith tliose rounded 
liilloekb of (‘lay viiicli make one think that the dead 
beneath foe struggling in their sleep. 

At a word from Ishmael all the men of our com- 
pany vho foelona to that country stepped out from the 
caravan and riding round and round the cemetery, 
slirintcd the names of their kindred who were buried 
tlit'Tc : ‘ Ail ! ’ ' Abdul ! ’ ‘ 3Iohamnied I ’ " Mahmud ! ’ 
^ Said ! ’ 

''After that Ishmael liimself rode forward, and ad- 
dressing the dead as if they could hear, he cried, ' Peace 
to you, 0 people of the graves ! Wait ! Lie still I 
The iiiglit is passing ! The daylight dawns 1 ’ 

'' It was tliriliing 1 Strange, simple, primitive, crude 
in its faith perhaps, but such love and reverence for the 
dead eontrarted only too painfully with the vandalism 
of our ' Christian ’ vultures (yclept Egyptologists), who 
rifle the graves of the old Egyptians for their jewels 
and mummy beads, and then leave their bones in tons 
to on the bare sand — a condition that is sufficient 

of itself to account for Jacob’s prayer, * Bury me not, 
I pray thee, in the land of Egypt.’ 

x\iid so say all of us I But seriously, my dear 
Gordon, I quite expect to hear at the next stopping- 
place a story of how Ishmael recited the Eatihah and 
the walk of a prison feE down before liim, and how 
lie spoke to the dead and they replied. 

Ill 

It has happened ! I knew it would 1 I have seen 
it coming, and It has come — ^vdthout any help from 
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Black ZogaFs crazy imagination, either. There wa? 
only one thing wanted to complete the faith of these 
people in IshmaeFs ^ divinity ’ — a miracle, and it has 
been performed ! 

I suppose it really belongs to the order of tilings 
that happen according to natural law — magnetism, 
suggestion, God knows what — ^but my pen positivelv 
jibs at recording it, so surely will it seem as if I had 
copied it out of a Book I need not name. 

‘‘ This afternoon our vast human tortoise was trudging 
along, and a halt was being called to enable stragglers 
to come up, when a funeral procession crossed our track 
on its way to a graveyard on the stony hillside opposite. 

The Sheikh of a neighbouring village had lost his 
only child, a girl twelve years of age, and behind the 
blind men chanting the Koran, the hired mourners 
Mith their plaintive wail and the body on a bare board, 
the old father walked in his trouble, rending his gar- 
ments and tearing off his turban. 

‘‘ It was a pitiful sight ; and when the mourners came 
up to Ishmael and told him the Sheikh was a God- 
fearing man who had not deserved this sorrow', I could 
see that he W'as deeply moved, for he called on the 
procession to stop, and making his camel kneel, he got 
down and tried to comfort the old man, saying, ® May 
the name of God be upon thee ! ’ 

“ Then thinking, as it seemed to me, to show sym- 
pathy with the poor father, he stepped up to the bier 
and took the little brown hand which, with its silver 
ring and bracelet, hung over the board, and held it 
for a few moments while he asked when the child had 
died and what she had died of, and he was told she had 
died this morning, and the sun had killed her. 
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‘"All at once I saw Ishmaers hand tremble and a 
strange contraction pass over his face, and at the next 
iiiommt, ill a quivering voice, he called on the bearers 
to put down ihe bier. They did so, and at his bidding 
they uncovered the body, and I saw the face. It was 
the face of the dead ! Yes, the dead, as lifeless and 
a.- beautiful as a face of bronze. 

At the next instant Ishmael was on his knees be- 
side the body of the girl, and asking the father for her 
name. It was Hehmah. 

' Helimah ! Your father is waiting for you ! 
Come,’ said Ishmael, touching the child’s eyes and 
smoothing her forehead, and speaking in a soft, caress- 
ing voice. 

Gordon, as I am a truthful woman, I saw it happen. 
A slight fluttering of the eyelids, a faint heaving of the 
bosom, and then the eyes were open, and at the next 
moment the girl was standing on her feet ! 

God ! what a scene it was that followed. The 
Sheikh on Ms knees kissing the hem of Ishmael’s 
caftan, the men prostrating themselves before him, 
and the women tearing away the black veils that 
covered their faces, and crying, ‘ Blessed be the woman 
that bore thee ! * 

It has been what the Arabs call a red day, and at 
that moment the setting sun catching the clouds of 
dust raised by the camels made the whole world one 
brilliant, fiery red. What wonder if these poor, be- 
nighted people thought the Lord of Heaven Himself 
had just come dovn ! 

*^We left the village loaded with blessings (Black 
Zogal galloping frantically in front), and when we came 
to the next town — Berber, with its miles of roofless mud- 
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lints, telling of Dervish, destruction — crowds came out to 
salute Ishmael as the " Guided One/ ‘ The true ^lalidi/ 
and " The Deliverer/ bringing their sick and lame and 
blind for him to heal them, and praying of him to remain. 

Oh, my dear Gordon, it is terrifying ! Ishmael is 
no longer the messenger, the forerunner ; he Is now 
the Kedeemer he foretold ! I really believe he is be- 
ginning to believe it ! This is the pillar of fire that 
is henceforth to guide us on our way. Aheady our 
numbers are three times what they were wlien we left 
Ivhartoum, What is to happen w^hen tliirty thousand 
persons, following a leader they believe to be divine, 
arrive in Cairo and are confronted by five thousand 
British soldiers ? 

“ No ! It is not bloodshed I am afraid of— I know 
you vill prevent that. But what of the awful unde- 
ceiving, the utter degradation, the crushing collapse ! 

*'And I? Don’t think me a coward, Gordon — 
isn’t everybody who was born brave like you— but 
when I tliink of what I have done to this man, and 
how surely it will be found out that I have betrayed 
him, I tell myself that the moment I touch the skirts 
of civilisation I must run away. 

*‘But meanwhile our pilgrimage is moving on— to 
its death, as it seems to me — ^and I am moving on with 
it as a slave — ^the slave of my own actions. If this 
is Destiny, it is wickedly cruel, I will say that for it ; 
and if it is God, I think He might be a jealous God 
without making the blundering impulse of one poor 
girl the means of wecking the hopes of a whole race 
of helpless people. Of course it acts as a sop to my 
conscience to remember what you said about God 
never making mistakes, but I cannot help wishing 
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tliat in His inscrutable wisdom He could have left me 

out. 

'' Oh, my dear - dear ! Where are you now, I 
wonder ? iWmt are you doing ? "What is being done 
fo yoa ? Have you seen your father, the Princess, and 
the Grand Cadi ? I suppose I must not expect news 
iiiilil we reach Assouan. You promised to write to me, 
and you will — I know' you will. Good-night, dearest ! 
3fy love, my love, my only love ! But I must stop. 
We are to make a night journey. The camp is in 
movement, and my camel is waiting. Adieu ! 

Helena.” 


CHAPTER VII 

Seem Fra el Khalio, 
Caibo. 

** Salaam aleykoum ! Ten days have passed, my dear 
Helena, since I WTote my last letter, and during that 
time I have learned all that is going on here, having 
in my assumed character of Ishmael in disguise inter- 
view'ed nearly the whole of the Ulema, including that 
double-dyed dastard, the Grand Cadi. 

Under the wing — ^the rather fluttered one — of the 
good old Chancellor of El Azhar I saw the oily repro- 
bate in his own house, and in his honeyed voice he 
made pretence of receiving me with boundless courtesy. 
I w'as Ms ' beloved friend in God/ ' the reformer of 
Islam/ called to the task of bringing men back to the 
Holy Koran, to the Prophet, and to eternal happi- 
ness. On the other hand, my father was Hhe slave 
of power/ the ^ evil-doer/ the ^ adventurer,’ and the 
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great a'^^sas.rin/ who was led away by worldly tliiiiffs, 
and warring against God. 

More than once my hands itched to take the hypo- 
crite from behind by the ample folds of Ills Turkish 
garments and fling him like vemim do'wn the stairs, 
but I was there to hear 'what lie w’as doing, I 
smothered a few strong expressions wiilch only the re- 
cording angel loiows anything about, and was com- 
pelled to sit and listen. 

‘‘ My dear Helena, it is even worse than I expected. 
Some of the double-dealing Egyptian Mnisters, backed 
by certain of the diplomatic corps, but inspired b}"' this 
Chief Judge in Islam, have armed a considerable part 
of the native populace, in the hope that the night when 
England, in the persons of her chief officials, is merry- 
making on the island of Ghezirah, and the greater part 
of the British force is away in the provinces queUing 
disturbances and keeping peace, the people may rise, 
the Egyptian army may mutiny, and IshmaeFs followers 
may take possession of the city. 

‘‘AH tliis and more, with many suave words about 
the ‘enlightening help of God,’ and the certainty of 
‘ a bloodless victory,’ in wffiich the Almighty would 
make me glorious and the English would be driven 
out of Egypt, the crafty scoundrel did not hesitate to 
propound as a means whereby the ‘ true faith might be 
established all over Europe, Rome and London / ’ 

“ Since my interview with the Grand Cadi I have 
learned of a certainty, what I had already surmised, 
that the Consul-General has been made aware of the 
whole plot, and is taking his own measures to defeat it. 
Undoubtedly the first duty of a Government is to pre- 
serve order and to establish authority, and I know my 
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fatlier well enoiigli to be sure that at any cost he mil 
set himself to do both. But what will happen ? 

}Iark my woid, the British army mU. be ordered 
back to the Capital — ^perhaps on the eve of the festival 
— -and as surely as it enters the city on the night of the 
King’s Birthday there will be massacre in the streets, 
for the Egyptian soldiers will rebel, and the people 
who have been provided with arms from the Secret 
Service xncney of England’s enemies will rise, thinidng 
the object of the Government is to prevent the entrance 
of Ishmael and his followers. 

Result — a holy war ; and as that is the only kind of 
war that was ever yet worth w’aging, it will put Eg 3 rpt 
in the right and England in the wrong. 

‘‘ Does Ishmael expect this ? No ; he thinks he is to 
make a peaceful entry into Cairo when he comes to 
estabiisli his World State, his millennium of universal 
faith and empire. Do the XJlema expect it ? No ; they 
thinlv the Army of Occupation will be far away vhen 
their crazy scheme is carried into effect. Does my 
father expect it ? Not for one moment, so sure is he — 
I know it perfectly, I have heard him say it a score of 
times — ^tiiat the Egyptian soldier will not fight alone, 
and that Egyptian civilians can be scattered by a 
water-liose. 

Heaven help him 1 If ever a man was preparing 
to draw a swmrd from its scabbard it is my father at 
this moment, hut it is only because he is played upon 
and deceived by this son and successor of Caiaphas 
the damned. I’ll go and open his eyes to the Grand 
Cadi’s duplicity. I’ll say, ‘ Bring your oily scoundrel 
face to face with me, and see what I will say. If lie 
denies it, you must choose for yourself which of us you 
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Trill believe— your own son, who has nothing to gain 
by coming back to warn you, or this reptile who is 
fighting for the life of his rotten old class.’ 

“ The thing is hateful to me, and if there were any 
other possible way of stopping the wretched slaughter 
I should not go, for I know it will end in the Consul- 
General handing me over to the military authorities 
to be court-martialled for my former offences, and, as 
you may say, it is horrible to put a father, with a high 
sense of duty, into the position of being compelled to 
cut off his own son. 

“ Meanwhile I am conscious that the police continue 
to watch me, and I am just as much a prisoner as if I 
were already within the walls of a jail. For their own 
purposes they are leaving me at hberty, and I believe 
they will go on doing so until after the night of the 
King’s Birthday. After that, God knows what wiU 
happen. 

“ I am writing late, and I must turn in soon, so good- 
night, and God bless and preserve you, my own da.r1i~r.g 
—mine, mine, mine, and nobody else’s, remember that ! 
Hafiz continues to protest that the Prophet has a love 
for you, and w'iU bring out everything for the best. I 
think so too— I really do, so you must not be frightened 
about anything I have said in this letter. 

“ There is only one thing frightens me, and that is 
the damnable trick memory plays me when it rakes 
up all you told me of the terms of your betrothal to 
Ishmael. I can bear it pretty well during the day, 
but in that dead grey hour of the early morning, when 
the moonlight slinks into the dawn, before the sparrows 
b^in to chop the air and the Arabs to rend it, I find 
myself thinking that though Ishmael, when he proposed 
n. 
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liiaiTlage to you, may liavc been tlainking of notliiiig 
but how to protect your good name, being a pure- 
Blinded man who had consecrated Ms life to a spiri- 
tual lilies =;ion, yet the constant presence of a beautiful 
iromaii by Ms side must sooner or later sweep away 
jiis pledge. 

He w^ouldn’t be a man if it didn’t, and, the prophet 
notwithstanding. Ishmael is that to his finger-tips. 
Put heaven help me 1 I daren’t let my mind dwell on 
this subject, or I should have to fly back to you and 
leave my task here unfulfilled. So as often as I shut 
my eyes and see you trudging through the desert in 
IshmaeFs caravan, I tell myself that Providence has 
something for you to do there — ^must have — ^though 
\diat the deuce it is, I don’t yet see. 

Xo matter ! D.F. I’ll know some day, and mean- 
time III nail my colours to the mast of your strength 
and courage, knowing that the bravest girl in the w^orld 
belongs to me, and wherever she is, she is mine, and 
always will be, Gonnoisr. 

‘‘ P.S . — I am now" dispatching my two letters to 
Assouan by Hamid IbraJiim — the second of the two 
Sliciklis who went with me to Alexandria — and if you 
find you can send me an answ’er, for God’s sake, do ! 
I am liuiigeiing and thirsting and starving and perish- 
ing for a letter from you— a line, a word, a syllable, the 
scratch of your pen on a piece of paper. Send it, for 
heaven’s sake ! 

“ I hear that hundreds of native boats are going up to 
Assouan to bring you down the Nile, so look out for my 
next letter w^hen you get to Luxor— I may have some- 
thing to tel you by that time.” 
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CHAPTER \TL1 
I 


‘‘XrElAX BESEET On 11^ I err j 

0 m: ftoBDON, — Sucli startling developments ! Mi- 
niacrs cliaracter has made a nev maiiife^tatiors. P 
concerns inCj and I hardty know r lit the r I on ^ lit lo 
speak o£ it. Yet I must — cannot hd]_i myself. 

I find there is something diatinetly rHa^ridtn* ri 
his interest in me ! In Ivliartoum (in .spite of t < rtain 
evidences to the contrary) I wa^ alway& fool enouAi 
to suppose that it W'as without sex — what mrii^op^ 
call Platonic — as if any such relation between a man 
and a woman ever was or ever will be ! 

Oh, I know^ what you are saying! ^That foolhli 
young vroman tMnks Ishmaei is falling In love vitli 
her.’ But wait, sir, only ttait and listen. 

We left Berber at night, and rode for four hours in 
the moonlight. Goodness ! Wliat ghosts the desert is 
full of — ghosts of pyramids that loom large and tlien fadi^ 
away. Such mysterious lights ! Such spectral watcli- 
towers standing on spectral heights ! It was what the 
Arabs call ‘ a w^hite night,’ and besides the moon in it^ 
splendour there was a vast star-strewm sky. Some Imes 
ive heard the hyena’s cry, sometimes the jackaFs 
ululation, and through the silver sHmmering haze we 
could see the wild creatures scuttling away from u&. 

“Tiius on and on w^ent our w^eary caravan- — the 
camels like great swans with their steady upturned 
heads, slithering as if in slippers along the noiseless 
sand, and many of the tired people asleep on them. 
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But I could not sleep, and Islimael, who was very much 
awake, rode by my side and talked to me. 

It was about love, and included one pretty story of 
a daughter of the Bedawee who married a Sultan — how 
she scorned the silken clothes he gave her and would 
not live in his palace — ^saying she wbb no fellaha to 
-•leep ill houses — and made him come out into the 
de-ert with her and dwell in a tent. I thought there 
was a certain self-reference in the story, but that was 
not all by any means, 

“ At midnight we halted by a group of wells, and 
wliSe our vast army of animals was being watered my 
tent was set up outside the camp, so that I might rest 
without noise. I suppose I had been looking faint and 
pale, for just as I was listening to the monotonous 
voice 01 a boy who, at a fire not far away, was singing 
both liimself and me to sleep, Ishmael came with a dish 
of medida, saying, ‘ Drink this, it will do you good.’ 

Tlien he sat down, and, with that paralysing 
plainness of speech w’hich the Easterns have, began to 
talk of love again, especially in relation to the duty 
of renunciation, quoting in that connection Hhe lord 
of the Christians,’ w'ho had said, ‘ There be eunuchs 
wiiich have made themselves eunuchs for the kingdom 
of heaven’s sake.’ 

** It ivas more than embarrassing from the beginning, 
but it became startling and almost shocking when he 
went on to talk about Jesus in relation to Mary 
Magdalene (whom he supposed to be the sister of 
Martha), and of the home at Bethany as the only place 
in wiiich He found the solace of female society, and 
how He had to turn His back on the love of rroman 
for His w'ork’s sake. 

We are so accustomed to think of Jesus’s inaccessi- 
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biiity to hiiman affection as if it were a merit in Him 
to be superior to love, tliat it made my skin creep to 
bear this person of another faith talk like that. But 
I sliivered a good deal more \\hen he came to closer 
quarters, and said that renunciation was the duty of 
every one on whom God had laid a great mission until 
Ms tmk was finished, and then . . • ikai it was just as 
much his duty to live as a man 1 

He went away quite calmly, commending me to 
God, but he left me in a state of terror ; and though I 
was nearly worn to death by the double Journey, I did 
not sleep a wink that night for thinking of that accursed 
day of the betrothal, and what would hap|)eii if he ever 
broke his promise and came to me to claim the rights 
of a husband. 

“ The next day or two passed without any serious 
incident except that Ishmael, who had developed a pair 
of Iiaimting, imploring ej^es, was always riding his camel 
by its halter and nose-rein at the side of my litter, and 
talking constantly on the same subject. But then came 
an event of thrilling interest. Can I — shall I — must I 
tell you about it ? Yes, I can, I shad, I must ! 

‘‘ Out here on the desert I always feel as if I were 
travelling in Bible lands, and if our caravan w’ere to 
come upon ‘ Abram the Hebrew,^ and Rachel and 
Rebecca fi3dng away with some Bedouin Jacob, I should 
not be the least surprised, so it seemed natural enough 
that yesterday, in the country of the Bisharin Arabs, we 
lit upon Laban, living as a patriarch among his people. 

There wnre his sons and his sons’ sons, big, brawmy 
boys, strong and clean of limb, and with their loins weE 
girt but hardly anything else covered, and there were 
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* tiie souls bom of liis house ’ in their felt skull-caps 
and blue gakbealis. But what most concerned me 
were his two splendid daughters. Ho corsetted women 
out of Bond Street, sir, hut superbly fine and majestic 
youti2 females, tall and straight, with big bosoms like 
po.mesraiiatc==, ringletted black hair, clear oval faces, 
the olive skin of the purest Arab blood, and large black 
ifvvb tliat shone like gems. 

'*Such a woman, I thought, must Ruth have been 
when she lay at the feet of Boaz; hut lo, it never 
occurred to me that the people’s faith in IshmaeFs 
^divinity' did not forbid their ascribing to him the 
attributes of a man. Shall I go on? Yes, I wiU, for 
already you know that your Helena, your lady-love, is 
no mealy-mouthed miss — ^never was, and never can be. 

“ Well, last night, late, while I was looking at the 
shadowy forms of the camels coming and going in the 
light of the djnng fires, I saw Laban, who had been 
pouring hospitalities upon us, leading one of his 
daughters, whose head w^as low, to IshmaeFs tent. It 
was like something horrible out of the Old Testament, 
but I had to watch — simply could not help it — and 
after a wiiile I saw Laban and Rachel going away 
together, and then the old man’s head as well as the 
girFs was down, 

**Aet One being finished last night, Act Two began 
to-day. We are in the middle of the Hubian desert 
now, and m the heat is great under the red wrath of 
the fieiy mountains on either side, we have to rest for 
three hours in the middle of every day. Well, at noon 
to-day Ishmael came to my tent and talked of love 
again. It was a heavenly passion. Surely God had 
created it. Yet the Christians had made ® monkery/ 
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and were tlius rebuking the Almighty and claiming to 
be wiser than He. The union of man and woman with- 
out love was sin. That was what made j o many lloslem 
marriages sinful. Marriage was not betrothal, not the 
joining of hands under a handkerchief, not the repeat- 
ing of words after a Cadi ; marriage was the sacrament 
of love, and love being present and nothing else inter- 
x'^ening, renunciation was wrong, it was against the spirit 
of Islam, and no matter w'ho he might be, a inan skovM 
live as a man, 

I don’t know what I said, or whether I said any- 
thing, hut I do know that the blood left my heart and 
seemed long in making its -way back again. My skin 
was creeping, and I had a feeling which I had never 
knovTi before — a feeling of repulsion — the feeling of the 
white woman about the black man. Ishmael is not 
black by any means, but I felt exactly as if he were, 
for I could see quite well what was going on in his 
mind. He was thinking of his journey’s end, of the 
day when his work would be finished, and he was pro- 
mising himself the realisation of Ms love. 

That shall never, never be I Ho, not under any 
circumstances I My God, no, not for worlds of worlds ! 
Good-night, Gordon ! I may be betrothed to this man, 
but there is no law of nature that binds me to him. 
I belong to you, just as Rachel belonged to Jacob, and 
whatever I may be in my religion, I am no Trinitarian 
in iny love at all events. 

“ Good-bye, dearest ! Don’t let what I have said 
alarm you. Oh, I know what you are saying now : 
‘That foolish young woman expects me to hear her 
when I arn in Cairo and she is in the middle of the 
Nubian desert.’ But you do, I am sure you do. And 
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I "hear you also, I hear your voice at this moment as 
clearly as I hear h when I awake in the middle of the 
night and it rings tlmough my miserable tent and 
makes mo vi^dly hysterical. So don’t be alarmed ; I 
can take care of myseK, I tell you ! My love, my love, 
my love 1 

II 

Mercy ! I don’t know who did it, or by whose 
orders it was done, but last nigbt IshmaeFs tent, which 
has hitherto been set up at a distance, w^as placed 
mouth to mouth vith mine. More than that, the odious 
Arab woman, who has always afflicted me with her 
abominable presence, was nowhere to be seen. I was 
feeling by one of your ‘ mystic senses ’ that something 
was going to happen when late, very late, the last of 
the fires having died do^vn and the camp being asleep, 
I heard Ishmael calling to me in a whisper — 

^ Rani I ’ 

** I did not answer — 1 could not have done so if I 
had tried, for my heart was thumping like an anvil. 

“ ^ Rani ! ’ he whispered again, and again I did not 
reply. I knew he knew I was awake, and after a 
moment of silence that seemed eternal, he said — 

' By-and-by, then ! TOien we come to Cairo and 
my mis don is at an end.’ 

‘^0 God, what tears of anger and despair I shed 
when he was gone and all was quiet ! And now I ask 
myself if I can bear this strain any longer. After all, 
Ishmael is only an Oriental, and perhaps in spite of 
Mmseif and the pledge ho gave to me, the natural man 
is coining to the top. Then I am his tvife, and he has 
ri§Ms in me, according to his own view and the laws 
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of Ms religion ! I am in Ms camp too, and. w© are in 
the middle of the desert I 

How did it happen — ^that hetrothal ? Are these 
things ordained ? Gordon, you talk about Destiny, but 
why don’t you see that what took me to Kliartoum 
was not really the desire to avenge my father (though 
I thought it was) but to avenge myself for the loss of 
you. So you — you — you were the real cause of iiiy 
Mdeous eiTor, and if you had loved me as I loved you 
I could never have been put to that compulsion. 

“ . . . Forgive me, dear I I am feeling mcked, but 
I shall soon get over it. I have not been sleeping well 
lately, and there are dark rims under my eyes and I 
am a fright in every way. ... I feel calm already, so 
good-night, dearest 1 We cannot be far from civilisa- 
tion now, therefore there can be no need to run away 
from here. 


Ill 

‘‘ Hurrah ! Hurrah ! Hurrah ! We camped last 
night on the top of a stony granite hill, and tMs morning 
we can see the silver streak of the Nile vith the sweet 
green verdure along its banks, and the great dam at 
Assouan with its cascades of falling water. Such Joy ! 
Such a frenzy of gladness ! The people are capering 
about like demented children. Just so must the cMl- 
dren of Israel have felt when God brought them out of 
the wilderness and they saw the promised land before 
them. 

Black Zogal galloped into the town at daybreak 
and has just galloped back, bringing a great company 
ot Sheildis and Notables — Egyptians, cMefly — ^who have 
come up the Nile to meet us, but many are Bedouins 
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from tlie inld East country running to tlie Red Sea. 
Snell fine faces and stately figures ! Most of them living 
ill tents, but all dressed like princes. They are saluting 
Ishmael as the ' Deliverer,’ the ® Guided One,’ the ' Re- 
deemer," and even the ‘ Lord Isa,’ and he is not ref roving 
them I 

But I cannot think of Ishmael now. I feel as if I 
irere coming out of chaos and entering into the ivoiid. 
If an^diiing lias happened to you I shall know it soon. 
Shall I be able to control myself ? I shall I I must I 
’■'Oh, how my heart beats and swells 1 I can scarcely 
breathe. But you are alive, I am sure you are, and I 
f4iall hear from you presently. I shall also escape from 
this false position and sleep at last, as the Arabs say, 
with both eyes shut. I must stop. My tent has to be 
struck. The camp is already in movement. 

“ One ii'ord. We were plunging into Assouan, through 
the cool bazaars with their blazing patches of sunlight 
and sudden blots of shadow when I saw your Sheikh 
sidling up to me. He slipped your letter into my hand 
and is to come back in a moment for mine. I am 
staying at a khan. Oh, God bless and love you ! Ei 
Hamduliillah I My dear, my dear, my dear ! 

Helena.” 


CHAPTER IX 
I 


*‘The Nile 

{between Assouan and Lmor), 

Oh, mx BEAE, BEAEEST GoBDON,— Mohammed’s rap- 
ture wiiea he received from the angel the ^ holy Koran ’ 
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was a mild emotion compared to mine wiien I read your 
letter. Perhaps I ought to be concerned about the 
contents of it, but I am not — ^not a bit of me ! Having 
found out what the Grand Cadi is doing, you wiE con- 
found his ^ knavish tricks.’ 

‘‘Never mind, my dear old boy, what the officials 
are saying. They’ll soon see whether you have been a 
bad Englishman, and in any case you cannot compete 
with the descendants of aU the creeping things that 
came out of the Ark. 

“ Don’t worry about m© either. Unparalleled as my ^ 
position is, I am quite capable of taking care of myself 
for I find that in the decalogue you delivered to your 
devoted slave on the day she saw you first, there was 
one firm and plain commandment, ‘ Thou shalt have no 
other love but me.’ I dare say, being a woman, I am 
faithless to the first instinct of my sex in telling you 
this, but I have no time for ‘female’ fooleries, how- 
ever delicious, and be bothered to them anyway ! 

“ As you see, I did not run away from IshmaeFs 
camp on reaching the railway terminus, and the reason 
was that you said you were writing to me again at 
Huxor. Hence, I was compelled to come on, for of 
course I would not have lost that letter, or let it go 
astray, for all the value of the British Empire. 

“I wa,s delighted with my day at Assouan though, 
with its glimpses of a green, riotous, prodigal, ungovern- 
able Nature after the white nakedness of the wilder- 
ness : with its flashlight peep at civilised frivoitles, its 
hotels for European visitors, its orchestras playing 
‘ When we are mar-ried,’ its Eg3q)tian dragomans with 
companies of tourists tailing behind them, its dahabealia 
and steam launches, and, above all, its groups of English 
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girls, maddeningly pretty and full of the intoxication of 
life, yet prefcen^ng to be consumed by a fever of self- 
cultiirc and devoured by curiosity about mummies and 

tombs. 

It’s no use — ^tliese pink- white faces after the brovm 
and black are a joy to behold, and when 1 came upon 
a bunch of them chattering and laughing like linnets 
Frocks up, children ! ’ as they crossed a puddle made 
by til© watermen) I could hardly help kissing them all 
round, they looked so sweet and so homelike. 

You were right about the boats. A ivhole fleet was 
’baiting for us, which was a mercy, for the animals were 
utterly done up after the desert journey, and next 
motning we embarked under the strenuous supervision 
of a British Bimbashx who looked as large as if he had 
just won the battle of Waterloo. 

Of course the people w^re following Ishmael like a 
swarm of bees, and, much to my discomfiture, I came 
in for a share of reflected glory from a crowd of visitors 
who were evidently ivondering ivhether I was a rein- 
carnation of Lady Hester Stanhope or the last Circassian 
slave-wife of the Ameer of Afghanistan. One horrible 
young iToman cocked her camera and snapped me — 
American, of course, a sort of half-countr 3 rwoman of 
yours, sir, shockingly stylish, good-looking and attrac- 
with frils and furbelows that gave a far view of 
Regent Street and the Rue de la Paix, and made me 
feel so dreadfully shabby in my Eastern dress and veil 
tlmt I w'anted to slap her. 

“We are now two days down the river, five hundred to 
a thousand boat-loads of us, our peaked w'hite sails look- 
ing like a vast flight of seagulls and our slanting bamboo 
masts like an immense field of ripe com swaying in the 
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wind. It is a wonderful sight, this flotilla of ' feluccas ’ 
going slowly doT^n the immemorial stream, and when 
one thinks of it in relation to its object it is almost 
magnificent — a nation going up to its miUennium ! 

“ They have rigged up a sort of cabin for me in the 
bow of one of the high-prowed boats, with shelter and 
shade included, so that I still have some seclusion in 
which to write my ' Journal,’ in spite of this pestilent 
Arab woman who is always w^atching me. In the hold 
outside there must be a hundred men at least, and at 
the stem there are a few women who hake durah cakes 
on a charcoal stove, making it a marvel to me that they 
do not set fire to the boat a dozen times a day. 

The wind being fair and the river in fuU flood — 
seven men’s height above the usual level, and boiling 
and bubbling and tearing down like a torrent — ^we sail 
from daylight to dark, but at night we are hauled up 
and moored to the bank, so that the people may go 
ashore to sleep if they are so minded. 

“ Oh, these delicious mornings I Oh, these w^ite, 
enchanting nights ! The wide, smooth, flowing water, 
reflecting the tall palms, the banks, the boats them- 
selves ; in the morning a soft brown, at noon a cool 
green, at sunset a glowing rose, at night a pearly grey ! 
Then the broad blue sky with its blaze of lemon and 
yellow and burnished gold as the sun goes down ; the 
rolling back of the darkness the dawn appears and 
the sweeping up of the crimson wings of day I If I 
dared only give myself up to the dehght of it ! But I 
daren’t, I daren’t, having something to do here, so my 
dear one says, though what the deuce and the dickens 
it is (except to stay until I receive that letter) I cannot 
conceive. 
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II 

“ Tlie people are in great spirits no^^v, all their moan- 
ing and miirmtiriiig being turned to gladness, and as we 
glide along they squat in the boats and sing. Strangely 
enough, in a country where religion counts for so much, 
there is hardly an3rtliing answering to sacred music, 
but there are war-songs m abundance, full of references 
to the filly foaP and of invocations to the God of 
Yletory. These songs the men sing to something like 
three notes, accompanied by the beat of their tiny 
drums, and if the natives who stand on the banks to 
listen convey the warlike words to their Moudirs it 
cannot be a matter for much surprise that the Govern- 
ment thinks an army is coming down the Nile and that 
your father finds it necessary to prepare to ‘ establish 
authority.’ 

As for Ishmael, he is in a state of ecstasy that is 
bordering on frenzy. He passes from boat to boat, 
teaching and preaching early and late. Of course it is 
ahvays the same message — ^the great Hope, the Deliverer, 
the Redeemer, the Christ, the Kingdom or Empire that 
to come, but just as he drew his lessons from the 
desert before so now he draws them from the Nile. 

The mighty river, mother of Egypt, numbered 
among the deities in olden days, bom in the heights 
and flowing dovm to the ocean, rising and falling and 
biiiiging fertility, suckling the land, sustaining it, the 
great waterway from North to South, the highway for 
humanity — what is it but a symbol of the golden age 
so soon to begin, w^hen all men will be gathered together 
as the children of one Mother, with one God, one Law, 
one Eaith ! 
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It becomes more and more terrif^nng. I am sure 
the people are taking their teaching literally, for they 
are like children in their delirious joy; and -^lien I 
think how surely their hopes are doomed to bo crushed, 
I ask myself what is to happen to Ishmael when the 
day of their disappointment comes. They \-\ill kill Mm 
—•I am sure they will ! 

Goi'don, I go through hell at certain moments. It 
was good of you to tell me I need not charge myself 
with everything that is happening, but I am hysterical 
when I think that although this hope may be only a 
dream, a vain dream, and I had nothing to do \dth 
creating it, it is through me that it is to be so rutiilessiy 
destroyed. 

‘‘Then there is that masculine development in Isli- 
maers relation to me, and the promise he has made 
himself that as soon as his task is finished he will live 
the life of a man ! 

“ Thank God, we are close to Luxor now, and when I 
get that letter I shall be free to escape. Have you seen 
your father, I w'onder ? If so, what has happened ? 
Oh, my dear- dear ! It is four years — days, I mean — 
since I heard from you — what an age in a time like this ! 
My love — ^ah, all my love ! Heleha.’^ 


CHAPTER X 
I 


“ Gaiko. 

“ My dbakest Helena, — El Hamdulliliah ! Hamid 
brought me the letter you gave him at Assouaii and I 
nearly fell on his neck and kissed liim. He also told 
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me you were looking ‘ stout and well/ and added, 
an expression of astonishment, that you were the 
sweetest and most beautiful woman in the wnrld.’ Of 
course you are- — ^what the deuce did he expect you to be ? 

I am not ashamed to say that while I read your letter 
I was either laughing like a boy or crying like a baby. 
Wliat wonder ? Helena v/as speaking to me I I could 
see her ver}^ eyes, hear her very voice, feel her very 
hand. Xo dream this time, no dear, s^veet, murderous 
make-believe, but Helena herself, actually Helena ! 

I am not surprised, dearest, at what you tell me of 
the development of the masculine side of Ishmael’s 
interest in you. It w^as %vhat I feared and foresaw, yet 
how I am to stay here, now that I know it has come to 
pass, heaven alone can say. I suppose I must, or else 
ever}i.liing I have come for, lived for, hoped for, and 
fought for will be wasted and throwm away. Thank 
God, I have ahvays hitherto been able, even in my 
blackest hours, to rely on your love and courage, and I 
shall continue to do so, and to tell myself that if you 
are in Islimael’s camp it must be for some good and 
useful purpose, although I know that in the dead waste 
of every blessed iiiglit I shall have some damnable 
pricks from the green-eyed monster, not to speak of 
do\mright fear and honest conscience. 

"" Xeitlier am I at ah surprised at w'hat you say of the 
grovlii of the ilahdist element in and around Ishmael, 
though that is a pity in itseK and a deadly misfortune 
in relation to the Government, Of course it is the old 
VTetched story over again — ^the moment a man arises 
who has anything of the divine in him, an apostle of 
the soul of humanity, a flame'bearer in a realm of dark- 
Bw, the ivorld jumps on him, body and soul, and he 
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finds lie lias brought not peace but a sword. The 
Governments of the world do not want the divine, 
for the simple reason that the divine begets divided 
authority, w^hich begets divided allegiance, whicli begets 
riot and insurrection, so down with the divine ! — ^liang it, 
quarter it, crucify it — which is precisely what they have 
been doing with it for two thousand years at all events. 

‘‘ That, too, is a reason wiiy I cannot carry out my 
first intention of going to my father, and another is that 
I see only too plainly now that he is playing for a coup. 
Not that I believe for a moment that like the authorities 
under arbitrary Governments (Russian, for example) my 
father would use provocation even if it were the otAj 
means by wMch peaceful work and life seemed possible, 
but I fear he is becoming a sort of conscientious colla- 
borator with the accursed Grand Cadi, by acquiescing in 
conspiracy and permitting it to go on until it has reached 
a head in order to crush it with one blow. 

‘‘ God forgive me if I am Judging my own father, but 
I cannot help it. There is such a tiling as being ' drunk 
with po'wer,’ as the Arabs say, and everything points 
to the fact that the Consul-General counts on making 
one surprising and overwiielming effort to suppress this 
unrest. That he did not take me (in my character of 
Ishmael) on my arrival in Cairo points to it, and that 
he has invited me to the dinner in honour of the Bang's 
Birthday puts it beyond the shadow of a doubt. 

‘‘ How do I know that ? I’ll teU you how. Do you 
remember that when IshmaeFs return was first proposed 
it was suggested that he should enter the city while the 
Consul-General and his officials wore feasting on the 
Ghezirah, the bridge of their island being drawn and 
the key of the Pavilion being turned on them ! Well, 
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that was the schenie of the Cadi, and I have reason to 
believe that having obtained Ishmae^’s consent to it, 
he straightway revealed it to my father. 

What is the ro:)Hlt ? The Consul-General has in- 
vited the conspirators to join him at his festivities, so 
that wMle they think the}^ are to hold him prisoner 
on Gliezirali until Islimaefs folowers have entered 
Cairo, he will in fact be holding them, the whole boiling 
of them, including myself, especially myself, thus arrest- 
ing Ills enemies in a bunch at the very moment when 
their rebellion is being put down on the other side of 
the Xile. 

‘‘ There is sometliing tragic in the idea that if I go 
to that dinner my father may find that there has been 
one gigantic error in his calculations, and I hate the 
thought of going, but if I go I go, and (H.F.) I shall 
not shrink. 

Good-night, dearest I * Where is she now ? ’ I ask 
myself for the nine-hundredth time, and for the nine- 
hundred and first time I axiswer. ‘ "i^lierever she is she 
is mine and nobody elso’s.’ In-sha-allah ! 

II 

^‘'Wliew! It’s comic, and if I were not such a 
ridiculously tragic person I should like to scream with 
laughter. The Ulema axe at a loss to know what to 
do about the invitation to the King’s Dinner, and 
have been putting their turbaned heads together like 
frightened cMckens in a storm. Never having been in- 
vited to such functions before, they suspect treachery, 
think their conspiracy has got vdnd, and are for excusing 
themselves on the gx’ound of a general epidemic among 
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grandmotliers, wMeh mR require them to be present 
at funerals in various parts of the country. 

'' On the other hand, Caiaphas, who is giving himseli 
the airs of a hero — a hero, mind you — counsels courage, 
saying that if there is any suspicion of conspiracy the 
only way to put it out of countenance is to accept the 
Consul-Generars invitation, which is of the nature of 
a command, and that this argument applies especially 
to me (that is to say, Ishmael), who might otherwise 
expose myseK to the inference that I am not the wise 
and w^ealthy chief of the Ababdah, but another person 
who dare not permit himself to be seen. The fox ! 
All the same I may find that it suits my book to go to 
the King’s Binner. 


Ill 

^‘The day of the festivities is approaching, and 
already the preparations have begun. Placards on the 
walls announcing a military tattoo, officials flying about 
the town, workmen hang ng up lanterns for the illumi- 
nation of the public gardens, and police bands in the 
squares playing ' God save ’ and ^ The Girl I left,’ and 
meantime Ishmael with his vast following coming up 
the Nile, full of the great Hope, the great Expectatiorx ! 

Talk about Nero fiddling while Eome burned ! that 
was an act of no particular callousness compared to 
the infectious merriment of the European population, 
though many of them know nothing about the tidal 
wave that is sweeping down, the English press having 
been forbidden to mention it, and the one strong man 
in Egypt waiting calmly at the Agency until the moment 
comes to dam it. 
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Of course tlie official classes are aware of what is 
happening, and their attitude towards the mighty flood 
that is coming on is a wonderful example of our British 
pliic^k and our crass stupidity. Not a man will budge, 
that Riiieli I can say for my countrymen who are ready 
to fcv'e death any day under a vertical sun, amid deadlj" 
and human bemgs almost as dangerous. But 
tliey will not see that while the fanaticism of one 
iialiueinated individual (Ishmael, for example) may 
be a little thing, the soul of a whole nation is a big 
tiling, and God help the Government that attempts to 
crush it. 

“ In order to realise the situation here at this moment 
one has to make a daring, audacious, almost impious 
coniparifeon — to think of the day when Christ entered 
Jerusalem through a dense, delirious crowd that shouted 
* Hosanna to the Son of David ! ’ and (forgetting that 
soon afterwards they deserted Him when His divinity 
appeared to fail) ask oneself wffiat would have happened 
ihm if the Roman Consul, prompted hy the Chief 
Priests, had met that frenzied multitude with a charge 
of Roman steel ! 

‘‘ God keep us from such consequences in Cairo ; but 
meantime, though the Arabic newspapers are suppressed, 
the natives know' that IshmaeFs host is coming on, and 
the effect of the rumour that has gone through the air 
like a breath of wind seems to be frantically intoxicating. 
I confess that the sense of that mighty human wave, 
sw^eeping down the red w'aters of the high Nile, coming 
on and on, as they tliink to the millennium, but as I 
know’" to death, sits on me, too, like a nightmare. It 
has the effect of the supernatural, and I ask myself 
what in the name of God I can do to prevent the colision 
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that will occur beWeen two forces that seem bent on 
destroying each other. 

Something I must do, that is certain, and seeing 
that I am now the only one who knows what is being 
done on both sides, and that it is useless to appeal 
either to ray father or to Ishmael, w^hat I do must be 
done by me alone. Alone is a terrible word, Helena ; but 
what I do I do, and the devil take the consequences. 

‘‘ I expect to get further information from Hafis 
to-morrow, so (D.F.) Ill wTite my last letter to Bed- 
rasheen, w’’here, as I hear, you are to encamp. Look out 
for it there — ^I see something I may want you to do for 
me with Ishmael. Meantime don’t be afraid of him. 
Eemember that you belong to me, to me only, and that 
I’m thinking of you every hour and minute, and then 
nothing can go seriously astray. Good-bye, my beloved, 
my dear, my darling I Goedon. 

“ PM . — ^Is it not extraordinary, my dear Helena, that 
notwithstanding the torment I suffer at the thought of 
your position in Ishmael’s camp I continue to ask you 
to remain in it ? But wait — only w^ait ! Something 
good is going to happen ! In-sha-allah I ” 


CHAPTER XI 
I 

**The Nile 

(hetwem Luxor and Bedratkeen). 

‘'‘My beab, deab Goedok, — saw your Hamid Ibrahim 
the moment I set foot in Luxor, and the way he passed 
your letter to me and I passed mine to Mm would have 
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doiie credit to Charlie Bates and the AxtM Dodger in 
the art of passing ^ a rrij)e.’ 

I really tliink we escaped the eyes of this odious 
Arab woman, but I am bound to add that almost as soon 
as I got baL*k to tlio boat, and began to read your letter 
and to w’eep tears of joy over it, I was conscious of a 
shadow at the mouth of my cabin, and it was she, the 
daughter of a dog I 

“ Xo matter 1 Who the dickens cares ! I shall bo 
gone from here before the woman can do me any mis- 
chief, and if I am stOI in IshmaeFs camp it is only be- 
cause you said you were sending your last letter to 
Bedra-ieen, so, you see, I had no choice but to come on. 

"" What you tell me of the course of affairs in Cairo 
only fills me with hatred of the Grand Cadi (Svhom 
Allah damn und I find that I exhaust my Chris- 
tianity in finding names that seem suitable to ‘ his 
Serenity’ — bcgiiming, of course, with the fourth letter 
of the English alphabet. 

I see already what you are going to do, and when I 
think of it I feel like a shocking coward. If you cannot 
work with the Consul-General I suppose you will work 
without him, perhaps against him, and a conflict be- 
tween you and your father is the tragedy I always 
foresaw. It will be the end of one or both of you, and 
I am trembling at the bare thought. 

Oh, I know you are the bravest thing God ever 
made and at the same time the most unselfish, but I 
sometimes wish to heaven you w-ere not — ^though I 
suppose in that event you would fail from your god- 
like pedestal, and I should not love you so much if I 
admired you less. 

“ We left Luxor immediately, for although there were 
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stiE three days to spare before the day of the fes- 
tiidties ” and the river was racing dovii fast enough to 
carry a fleet of war, the people were In a fever to reach 
the end of their journey, so Ishmael consented to go on 
without a rest. 

I find the whole thing more frightening than ever 
now that we are so near to the end, for I suppose it i-" 
certain that whatever else happens, this vast horde of 
IshmaeFs fanatical followers mil never be allowed to 
enter Cairo, and it vill be impossible to convince the 
Consul-General and the Government that they are not 
coming as an armed force. Then what viE the people 
do ? What wiE they say to Ishmael ? And if Ishmael 
suspects treachery, what wEl he say ? ^Yhat wiE he 
say to me ? But no matter — shall be gone before that 
can occur. 

‘‘It is now eleven o’clock at night, yet I cannot 
sleep, so I shaE sit up aE night and see the rising of 
the Southern Cross. A silver sEp of a moon has just 
appeared, and by its shimmering Eglit our vast fleet 
seems to be floating down the rive like ships in 
a dream. Such calm, such silence ! Phantoms of 
houses, of vElages, of funereal palms ghding in ghostly 
muten^s past us. Sometimes an obeEsk goes lEie a 
dark skeleton down the bank — ^vestige of a vanished 
civilisation as full, perhaps, of delusive faith as ours. 
"ViEiat is God doing with ixs aE, I wonder ? Why does 
He 


II 

“ Another thrlElng moment I I mmt tell you — 
cannot help 
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‘‘ You may have gathered that since the scene in the 
tent on the desert Ishmael has left me alone, hut last 
night he came again. 

'' That grim woman had gone to her crib fomewliere 
oiitdde, and I was \rating to yon as you see above, 
vlieii suddenly in the silence, broken by nothing but 
the snores of the men in the hold, the lapping of the 
water against the side of the boat and the occasional 
voice of the Eeis at the rudder, I heard a soft step 
which I have learned to know. 

* Rani ! ’ said a voice without, and in a moment the 
canvas of my cabin was di'awm, and Ishmael tvas sitting 
by my side. 

There was a look in Ms eyes that told of depths 
of tcnderneas, not to speak of consuming emotion, but 
at first he talked calmly. He began by speaking of 
you. It seems he had had news of you at xlssouan, 
that you w*ere staying at the Chancellor of Ei Azhar’s 
house, and that the old Chancellor had no words warm 
enough for your wisdom and courage. Heitlier had 
Ibhmafi, wlio said the wkole Mohammedan world w^as 
praising you. 

I really believe he loves you, and I was beginning 
to melt towards him, thinking how much more he 
would w'orsliip you if he only knew wiiat you Jiad really 
done for him, wiieii— heigho ! — ^he began to speak oi 
me and to return to Ms old subject. Love was a God- 
given passion, and he w’^as looldng forward to the 
end of Ms w^ork wiien he might give Mmself up to it. 
His vow of chastity and consecration would then be 
aoniilied and he could live the life of a man ! 

Very tender, very delicate, but very warm and 
dreadfully Oriental I My nerves were tingling all over. 
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and I was feeling shockingly weak and ■wonianisli while 
the great powerful man sat beside me, and wiien he 
talked about children, saying a woman without them 
was like a tree without fruit, I found myself for the 
first time in my life in actual physical terror. 

At last he rose to go, and before I knew wiiat he 
was doing he had flung his arms around me and kissed 
me, and w^hen I recovered myself he was gone. 

“ Then all the physical repulsion I spoke of before 
arose in me again, and at the same moment, as if by 
a whirlwind of emotion, I remembered you, and my 
strength came back. 

I have often wondered what sort of horror it must 
be to the woman who is married to an unfaithiul 
husband or to a drunkard, to have him come in liis un- 
cleaiiness to claim her, and now (though Ishmael is 
neither of these, but merely a man who has ‘ rights ’ 
in me) I tliink I know. 

“ No matter 1 I am not afraid of Ishmael any 
longer, so you need not be afraid for me. It is not for 
nothing that I have Jewish blood in me, and if Ishmael 
attempts to force me, as surely as I am a daughter of 
Zion I -will . . . well, never mind ! Dreadful ? Per- 
haps so. Jezebel ? I cannot help it. My husband ? 
No, no, no ; and if destiny has put me into the posi- 
tion of his wife, I despise and intend to defy it, 

III 

Of course I did not sleep a wink last night, but I 
crept out of my hiding-place under the high prow of the 
boat ■when the dawn came up like a bride robed in pearly 
grey and blushing rosy red. By that time we w’ere 
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nearing Bcdraslieon, and now we are moored alongside 
of it, and tlie |)eople are beginning to land, for it seems 
iluy are to eanip at Sakkara, in order to be in a position 
to ilie light wMcli is to sHne from the minaret of 
j^iamiued AM. 

'ASneli Joy, sncli rapture! Men with tlie madra 
pole «:oiinding the depths of the water, men with sculls 
pn^-hliig the boats ashore; all shouting in strident 
voices, or singing in guttural tones. 

Soon, very soon, their hopes will be blighted. Will 
they never know by whom? I wonder if anybody 
wiE tell them about that letter ! Wliere is Mosie ? I 
trust the Consul-General may keep him in Cairo. The 
boy is as true as steel, but with tliis woman to question 
Mill . . .! My God, make her meet a fate as black as 
her heart, the hussy ! 

** But why do I trouble about this ? It matters 
notMng to me ivhat becomes of the Arab woman, or of 
the Egyptians, or of the Soudanese, or even of Ishmael 
liiinself — ^the whole boiling of them, as you say. I 
know I’m heartless, but I can’t help it. The only 
que&tion of any consequence is what is happening to 
«/ 0 M. After all, it was I w'ho put you where you are, 
and it is quite enough for me to reproach myself with 
that. 

“ Wliat Is the Government doing to you ? What has 
your father done ? What is going on among the de- 
scendants of the creeping tilings that came out of the 
Ark? 

“ 1 cannot see Hamid among the crowd on the land, 
but I hope to find him as soon as I go ashore. If I 
miss him in the fearful chaos, I suppose I shal have to 
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go on to tlie camp, for, besides my anxiety to receive 
your letter, I am living nude' the strongest conviction 
that tliere is something for me to do for yon, and that 
it has not been for nothing that I have gone throngh the 
bog and slush of this semi-harbaric life. 

There ! You see what you’ve done for me ! 
You’ve given me as strong a belief in the mystic sense ’ 
as you have yourself, and as firm a faith in fatahty, 

“ No sign of Hamid yet ! Never mind ! Don’t be 
afraid for me — I am aU right. 

Gordon, my dear, my dear-dear, good-bye ! 

Helena.” 


CHAPTER XII 

Foe more than three weeks the Consul-General had 
kept Ms own counsel, and not even to the Sirdar, whom 
he saw daily, did he reveal the whole meaning of Ms 
doings. 

When the Sirdar had come to say that through the 
Soudan Intelligence Department in Cairo he had iieard 
that Ishmael and Ms vast company had left Kliartoum, 
and that the Inspector-General was of opinion that the 
pilgrimage must be stopped or it would cause trouble, 
the Consul-General had said — 

No ! Let the man come on. We shall be ready to 
receive him.” 

Again, when the Governor at Assouan, hearing of 
the approach of the ever- ncrea^ng horde of Soudanese, 
had telegraphed for troops to keep them out of Egypt, 
the Consul-General had replied — 
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Lf^aTC them alone, and mind yonr own business.’" 

Finally ulien tlie Commandant of Police at Cairo 
had come with looks of alarm to say that a thousand 
open boats, all packed with people, were sailing dowm 
the river like an invading army, and that if the pilgrims 
attempted to enter the city the native police could not 
be relied upon to resist them, the Consul-General had 
said— 

'' Don't be afraid. I have made other arrangements.” 

]^Icaiitiine the great man w^ho seemed to be so calm 
oil the outside w'as wlilte hot within. Eveiy da^?-, wliile 
Islimaei was in the Soudan, and every hour after the 
Prophet had entered Eg3rpt, he had received telegrams 
from ills Inspectors saying where the pilgrimage %vas 
and what was happening to it. So great indeed had 
been the fever of his anxiety that he had caused a 
telegraphic tape to be fixed up in his bedroom that 
in the middle of the night, if need be, he might rise 
and read the long wliite slips. 

A few days before the date fixed for the festivities 
one of the Inspectors of the ^Ministry of the Interior 
came to tell him that there were whispers of a con- 
spiracy that had been blowm upon, with hushed rumours 
of some bitter punishment w^hich the Consul-General 
■was preparing for those w^ho had participated in it. 
As a consequence a number of the Notables and certain 
of the diplomats were rapidly leaving the country, 
nearly every train containing some of them. A sombre 
fire shone in the great man’s eyes wiiile he listened to 
this, but he only answered with a sinister smile — 

The air of Egypt doesn’t agree with them perhaps. 
Let them go. They’ll be lucky if they live to come back.” 

As soon m the Inspector w^as gone the Consul- 
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General sent for his Secretary and asked what accept- 
ances had been received of the invitations to the King’s 
Dinner, whereupon the Secretary’s face feM, and he 
replied that there had been many excuses. 

Half the diplomats had pleaded cals from their 
own countries, and half the Pashas had protested with 
apologetic prayers that influenza or funerals in their 
families would compel them to decline. The Ministers 
had accepted as they needs must, hut, with a few 
exceptions, the Ulema, after endless invocations to 
God and the Prophet, had, on various grounds, begged 
to be excused. 

‘‘ And the exceptions, who are they ? ” asked the 
Consul-General. 

‘‘The Chanceflor of El Azhar, his guest the Sheikh 
Omar Benani, the Grand Mufti, and 

“ Good ! Ail goes w-eil ” said the Consul-General. 
“ Make a list of the refusals and let me have it on the 
day of the dinner.” 

Before that day there was much to do, and on the 
day immediately j)receding it the British Agency i*e- 
ceived a stream of visitors. The first to come by 
appointment was the English Adviser to the Ministry 
of Justice. 

“ I wish you,” said the Consul-General, “ to summon 
the new Si>ecial Tribunal to hold a court in Cairo at 
ten o’clock to-morrow night.” 

“ Ten o’clock to-morrow night ? Did your lordsliip 
say ten f ” asked the Adviser. 

“ Don’t I speak plainly ? ” replied the Consul- 
General, whereupon the look of bewilderment on the 
Adviser’s face broke up into an expression of embarrass- 
ment, and his desire to ask further questions was crushed. 
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Tlie next risitor to come by appointment was tlie 
British Adviser to the ^Minister of the Interior, the tall 
yoiin*^ Englidiman on whose red hair the red fez sat 

so stiaBceiy. 

I \u&li yon,^’ said the Consul-General, “to arrange 
tliai the galio^’is be got out and set up after dark 
to-morrow night in the square in front of the Gover- 

iioiat,” 

The square in front of the Govemorat ? repeated 
the Adviser in ione^ of astonishment, ^‘^Hoes your 
lordship forget that public execution within the city is 
no longer legal ? ” 

Bamn it, 111 make it legal,” rephed the Consul- 
ChmcTal, uliereiipon the red head under the red fez 
boued it -self out of the library without waiting to ask 
who to be hanged. 

The next visitor to come to the Agency by appoint- 
ment was the burly Commandant of Police. 

‘‘You stil hold your warrant for the arrest of Ishmael 
Ami^er ? ” asked the Consul-General. 

I do, my lord.” 

Then i ome to Ghezirah to-morrow night, and be 
ready to receive my orders.” 

Then came the Chlonel who, since the death of 
General Graves, had been placed in temporary com- 
mand of the Army of Occupation. 

Is everything in order t ” 

“ Everything, my lord.” 

“ All your regiments now in the country can arrive 
at Calioiib by the last train to-moirow night ? ” 

“ All of them.” 

“ Then %vait there yourself until you hear from mo. 
I shall speak to you over the telephone from Ghezirah. 
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On receiving my message yon vrUl cause fifty roaiicli 
of ammunition to be issimd to your men, and llieii 
niarcli tiiem into the city and line them up in the prin- 
cipal thoroughfares. Let them stay there as long as 
they may be required to do so— all night if nccessaiy ; 
and if there is unrest or armed resistance on the part of 
the populace, of the native army, or of people coming 
into the town, you will promptty put it down. You 
understand ? 

‘‘ I understand, my lord.’’ 

But wait for my telephone call. Don't let one man 
stir out of barracks until you receive it. llind 
Good-bye ! ” 

The better part of the day was now gone, yet so 
great had been the Consul-Generars impatience that he 
had not even yet broken his fast, although Fatiinah, 
who alone was permitted to do so, had repeatedly 
entered his room to remind him that his meals w^ere 
ready. 

At sunset he went up to the roof of his house. Every 
day for nearly a week he had done this, taking a tele- 
scope in his hand that he might look down the river 
for the mighty octopus of demented people wiio were 
soon to come. Yesterday he had seen them for the 
first time — a vast flotilla of innumerable native boats 
with white, three-cornered sails, stretching far down the 
Nile, as a flight of birds of passage might stretch along 
the sky. 

Now the people were encamped on the desert be- 
tiveen Bedrasheen and Sakkara, a sinuous line of 
speckled w^hite and black on the golden yellow of the 
sand, looMng like a great serpent encircling the city on 
the south. As a serpent they fascinated the Consul- 
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General %Tlieii lie looked at them, but not iritli fear, so 
sure wa» he that, by the machinery he had set to work, 
the Term 111 would soon be trampled into the earth. 

Tljcre they were, he thought, an armed force, the 
S'courin^s of the Foudan, under the hypnotic sway of 
a fanatie4i\"pocrite, waiting to fall on the city and to 
destroy its eiviii'''ation. In every saddle-bag a rifle; 
ill every gebali a copy of the Koran ; in every heart a 
spirit of hatred and revenge. 

Since the Grand Cadi had told him of the conspiracy 
to establish an Arab Empire the Consul-Generars mind 
had evolved developments of the devilish scheme. The 
pr<vdicai heart of the matter was Pan-Islamism, a com- 
bination of all the Moslem peoples to resist the Christian 
nations. Therefore in the great historical drama which 
he was soon to pla^^ he would be seen to be the saviour 
not only of England and of Europe and of civilisation, 
but even of Christianity itself ! 

It would he a life and death struggle, in which cruel 
things could not fail to be done, but the issues were %vorld- 
great, and therefore he w’ould not shrink. He who wanted 
the end must not think too much about the means. 

Ishmael ? The gallows in the square of the Gover- 
norat ? Why not ? The man might have begun as 
a mere paid emissary of the IChedive, but having de- 
veloped the I^Iahdist malady, a belief in his own divinity, 
he meant to throw off liis allegiance to his master and 
proclaim himself Caliph. Therefore they must hang 
Mm —hang him before the eyes of his followers, and 
fling Ms dirune ” body into the Kile ! 

As the Consul-General stepped down from the roof 
Ibrahim met him wuth a letter from the Grand Cadi 
sa3ring he found himself suspected by Ms own people^ 
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and therefore begged to be excused from attendance at 
the lOng’s Dinner, but sent this secret message to warn 
his Excellency that by the plotting of his enemies the 
Kasr-ei-Nil bridge which connected Ghezirah mth Cairo 
would be opened immediately after the beginning of 
the festival. 

The fox ! ” thought the Consul-General, but inter- 
preting in his own way the dim purpose of the plot — 
that it was intended to imprison him on the island 
while IshmaeFs followers entered the city — he nierety 
added to his order for his carriage an order for his 
steam-launch as well. 

Daylight had faded by this time, and as soon as dark- 
ness fell the Consul-General received a line of other 
visitors — strange visitors such as the British Agency 
had never seen before. They were women, Egyptian 
•women, the harem, shrouded figures in black satin and 
the yashmak, the wives of the Ministers who had felt 
compelled to accept their invitations, but were in fear 
of the consequences of having done so. 

Unexampled, unparalleled event, never before known 
in an Eastern country, the women, disregarding the 
seclusion of their sex, had come to plead for their 
husbands, to make tacit admission of a conspiracy, but 
to say, each trembling woman in her turn, “ My husband 
is not in It,” and to implicate other men who were. 

The Consul-General listened uith cold, old-fashioned 
courtesy to everything they had to say, and then 
bowed them out without many words. Instinctively 
Ibrahim had darkened the Agency as soon as they 
began to come, so that veiled they passed in, veiled 
they passed out, and they were gone before anybody 
else was aware. 

II. G 
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Tlie dinner -lioiir was now near, and leaving the 
library with the intention of going up to dress, the 
Con^iil-Geneml came upon two men w^ho were sitting 
In an alcove of the hall. They were Reuter’s reporters, 
vlio for the past ten years had been accustomed to 
come for official information. Rising as the Consul- 
General approached, they asked Mm if he had anything 
to say. 

Be here at ten o’clock to-morrow night and I 
shaE have sometMng to give you,” he said. “ It wil 
be sometMng important, so keep the wires open to 

receive it.” 

The vires to London, my lord ? ” 

To London, Paris, Berlin — everywhere ! Good- 

nldit ! ” 

Going upstairs with a flat and heavy step but a light 
and almost Joyous heart, the Consul-General remem- 
bered Ms letter of resignation, and thought of the hub- 
bub in Downing Street the day after to-morrow when 
news of the conspiracy, and of how^ he had scotched it, 
fell like a thunderbolt on the “ fossils of Whitehall.” 

In the conflagration that wmuld blaze heaven-high 
in England it would be seen at last how necessary a 
strong authority in Egypt w^as, and then — what then ? 
He would be asked to use Ms own discretion, unlimited 
power be reposed in Mm; he would hoist the Union 
Jack over the Citadel, annex the country to the British 
Crown, cast off all futile obligations to the Sultan, and 
so end for ever the present ridiculous, paradoxical, 
suicidal situation. 

Wliile Porahiin helped him to dress for dinner, he 
was partly conscious that the man was talking about 
Slosie and repeating some bewildering story which the 
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black boy liad been tclljn^r doimstairs of H€4enti> 
"* BlalTia^e to the new IMalidiO* 

Tills turned his in anotlier clireetion, and for 

a short moments the firm and stem, but not fuiida- 
iciciitally hard, and eniei man, beeanie aware that all 
ills fierce and i-avacre and candid feroiity that day had 
been no more tlian the ttild ejaeiilation of a heart that 
broken and trembling because it was bereaTed. 

It was Gordon again — always Gordon ! Wliere wa - 
** our boy ’’ now ? was happening to him ? 

Could it be possible that he was so far away that he 
uould not hear of the w'eltering downfall, so soon to 
come, of the charlatan mummer ” wiiose evil influence 
had brought liis bright young life to ruin ? 


CHAPTER XIII 

That night the Sirdar dined with the CV^nsui-General, 
and as soon as the servants had gone from the dining- 
room he said — 

“ Xuneham, I have something to tell youf ® 

Wliat is it ? ” asked the Consul-GeneraL 
Xot withstanding three weeks of the closest observa- 
tion, I have found no trace of insubordination in the 
Eg3rptian army, but nevertheless, in obedience to your 
warning, I have taken one final precaution. I have 
given orders that the ammunition with which every 
soldier is entrusted shall be taken from Mm to-morrow 
evening, so that if Ishmael Ameer comes into Cairo at 

night with any hope of 

My dear Mannering,” interrupted the Consul- 
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General witli liis cold smile, would it surprise you to 
be told tiiat Islimael Ameer is already in Cairo ? ’’ 
Already ? Did you say 

That lie lias been here for three vreeks, that he came 
by the same train as yourself, wearing the costume of a 

li douin Sheikh, and that 

But my dear Xuneham, this is incredible,” said 
the Sirdar, with Ms buoyant laugh. “It is certainly 
true that a Bedouin Sheikh travelled in the same train 
with me from the Soudan, but that lie was Ishmael 
Ameer in disguise is of course utterly unbelievable.” 

“ Whj so ? ” 

“ Because a week after I left Khartoum I heard 
that Ishmael was stili living there, and because every 
other day since then has brought us advices from our 
Governors baling the man was coming across the desert 
with his people.” 

“ "Mj dear friend,” said the Consul-General, “ in 
Judging of the East one must use Eastern iveights and 
measures. The race that could for fourteen centuries 
accept the preposterous tradition that it was not Jesus 
Christ who was crucified but some one else wiio took 
on His likeness and died instead of Him, is capable of 
accepting for itself and imposing upon others a substi- 
tute for this White Prophet.” 

“ But you bewilder me,” said the Sirdar. “ Isn’t the 
man I«shmael at this moment lying encamped, with fifty 
thousand of Ms demented people, on the desert outside 
Cairo ? ” 

“ Xo,” said the Consul'-GeneraL 

And then in Ms slow, deep, firm voice, growm old and 
husky, he unburdened himself for the first time — ^telling 
of Helena’s departure for Khartoum on her errand of 
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; of hr r It tier ham there annoiinc iii^ I4imai I A 
h .nit^’on of * \a (hiro in advance of I h pc evle 

in order to m\ n i4l the allejianee r*l tlie Ih’^'piian 
army : of Idiinail" arrival and bis re^ide^i* at the 
liou.e of tile i hancellor of El Aziiar ; of tiic' vAit of 
the Xazimah and her repcfit of ton-piracy 

cf the diplomatic corps, and finally of the Grand i adi\ 
disf lobiire of the lOiedive^s plot for the establl^hmeBt 
of an -.Irab Empire. 

So you see,*’ said the Consul-Generai mtli an in- 
dulgent smile, that all the bad concomitants of an 
Oriental revolution are present, and that viiile jam 
my dear friend, have been holding yjiir hand In the 
Soudan for fear of repeating the error of two tiioutjand 
ago — troubling yourself about Pontiu* Pilate and 
moral forces versus pliysicai ones, and giving me the 
benefit of all the catchwords of your Cliristian socialism 
and Western democracy — a conspiracy of gigantic pro- 
portions has been gathering about us.” 

The Sirdar’s usually ruddy face whitened, and lie 
li^deiied with a dumb, vague wonder wiiile the Consul- 
General -went on, with bursts of bitter humour, to de- 
scribe one by one the means he had taken to defeat the 
enemies by w^hom they w^ere surrounded. 

“ So you see, too,” he said at last, lifting uncon- 
sciously his tired voice, “ that by this time to-morrow 
w’o shall have defeated the wmrst conspiracy that has 
ever been made even in Egypt — ^meted out sternly 
retributive justice to the authors of it ; put an end 
to all forms of resistance, whether passive or active, 
silenced all chatter about Nationalism and all prattle 
about representative institutions, destroyed the devilish 
machinery of this accursed Pan-Islamism, crushed the 
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Khedive, and ^nped out liis fanatic-lin'>ocrite and char- 
latan-mummer, Islimaei Ameer.” 

Tlie Cen^sul-Geneml had spoken with such intensity, 
and the Sirdar had listened so eagerly, that down to 
that inoment neither of them had been aware that 
another person was in the room. It was Fatimah, who 
was ‘standing, with the death-like rigidity of a ghost, 
near to the door, in the half-light of the shaded electric 
lamps. 

The Sirdar saw her first, and with a motion of his 
hand he indicated her presence to the Consul-General, 
who, with a face that was pale and stern, turned angrily 
round and asked the tvoman what she wanted, where- 
upon Fatimah, with trembling lips and a quivering 
voice, a-* if struggling with the spirit of falsehood, said 
she had only come to ask if the Sirdar intended to sleep 
there that night and whether she was to make up a 
bed lor him. 

Xo, certainly not ! Why should you think so ? 
Go to bed yourself,” said the Consul-General, and vith 
obvious relief the woman turned to go. 

'' Wait ! ” he cried. “ How long have you been in 
the room ? ” 

Only a little moment, oh my lord,” replied Fatimah. 

After that the two men went to the library, but some 
time passed before the conversation was resumed. The 
Sirdar lit a cigar and puffed in silence, while the Consul- 
General, who did not smoke, sat in an arm-chair with 
ills wrMded hands clasped before his breast. At length 
the Sirdar said— - 

"'And all this came of Helena’s letter from Khar- 

toum ? ” 

“ Was suggested by it,” said the Consul-General. 
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“ You told me «iie there, but I could not iiiiacrir.e 
wliat i'lie i\a^ doinsi — -^chat her errand iva^. Go'.»d 
heavens, what a revenue ! It make^ one phivc^r ! 
Carries one boek to anolber aiie ! 

A better acre,*'’ .aid the Con>uI-fTeneraL *”A aicie 
natural and ie s ht^iocritical acre at all evemi'^.” 

The ane of an eye for an eye. a tooth for a tcotln 
perhaps — the age of a hot and eon^uiiiing God.*’ 

Yes, a God of \iTath, a God of anger, a God vlio ditl 
sonietiiing, not the ]iale, meek, forgiving, aniemic Ciod 
of our daj' — a Grod who does nothing^ 

The God of our day is at least a God of men r, of 
pity, and of love,^’ aid the Sirdar. 

‘"He is a la\r figure, my friend, vdio permits wrong 
TOtliOut avenging it — in short, no God at all, but an 
illogical, inconsequential, useless creature.’' 

The Sirdar made no furtlier resistance, and the 
Consul-General went on to defend Helena's impulse 
of vengeance by assailing the Christian spirit of for- 
giveness. 

There was at least something natural and logical 
as well as majestic and magnificent in the old ideal 
of Jehovah, but your new ideal of Jesus is contrary 
to nature and opposed to the laws of life. “ Love 
your enemies.’ ' Do good to them that hate you.’ ‘ II 
a man smite thee on the right cheek, turn to him the 
other also.’ ' Eesist not evil ! ’ If any man take 
away thy coat, let Mm have thy cloak also ! ’ Impos- 
sible! Fatal! If this is Ciiristianity, I am no Cliris- 
tian. YTien I am hit, I hit back. When I am injured, 
I demand justice. The only way ! Any other w^ould 
lead to the triumph of the worst elements in humanity. 
And what I do everybody else does— everybody— 
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tliougli tlie li}'^ocrisy of tlie modem world will not 
permit people to admit it.” 

Tlie Consul-General liad risen and was tramping 
iiearily across the room. 

“ there one man alive who wfll dare to say that lie 
a^hually orders Ms life according to the precepts of 
Christ ? If so, he is either a liar or a fool. As for 
the nations, look at the facts. Cliristianity has been 
two thousand years in the irorld, yet here we are com- 
peting against each other in the building of warships, 
the imposition of tariffs, the union of trades. Why 
not ? I say, uhy not ? ” 

The Coiisiil-Cleneral di’ew up and ivaited, but getting 
no answer he continued — 

Civilisation requires it — say requires it. \Wiat 
holds the world together and preserves peace among 
the nations is not Christianity but cast-iron and gun- 
powder. Yet what vexes me and stirs my soul is to 
hear people praying in their churches for peace and 
concord, wiiile all the time they know that ‘ peace and 
concord ’ is an impossible ideal, that Christianity in its 
first sense is dead, and that Jesus as a practical guide to 
life-— as a practical guide to life, mind you — ^lias f ailed, 

Then the Sirdar lifted his eyes and said — • 

''Do you knoiv, my dear Jfimeham, I once heard 
somebody else talk like that, though from the opposite 
standpoint' — of sympathy, not contempt.” 

'' Who was it ? ” 

Your own son.” 

“ Humph ! ” 

The Consul-General frowmed and there was sEence 
again for some moments. Wlien the conversation was 
resumed it concerned the dangers of the Arab Empire, 
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uliieh, according to the Grand Cadi, the KliediTC (ultli 
the help of Isliniaei) expected to found. 

What would it mean ? ” feaid the Confeul-Geiicral. 
“ The utter annihilation of the unbeliever. Boe^ not 
the word ** Gliazi ^ signify a hero who the infidel ? 
Does not every Mollah, when he recites the Khuttab 
in the mosque^ invoke divine wrath on the non-Modem ‘f 
Wliat tlien ? The establishment of an Arab Empire 
would mean the revolt of the whole Eattern world 
against the Western world, and a return to all the 
brutality, all the intolerance of the farrago of moribund 
nonsense known as the Sacred Law.” 

The Sirdar made no reply, and after a moment the 
Consul-General said — 

Then think of the spectacle of a conquering Moham- 
medan army in Cairo I If the Citadel and the Arsenal 
of the capital could bo occupied by that horde outside, 
it would not be merely England’s power in Egypt that 
would be ended, or the English Empire as a w orld force 
that w^ould be injured — ^it Tvouid be Western civilisation 
itself that w'ould in the end be destroyed. The Moham- 
medans in India would think that what their brethren 
ill Cairo had done they might do. The result ivould be 
incalculable chaos, unlimited anarchy, the turning back 
of the clock ten centuries.” 

The Consul-General returned to his seat, saying — 
No, no, my friend, a catastrophe &o appalling as 
that cannot be left to chance, and if it is necessary to 
blow these fifty thousand fanatics out of the mouths 
of guns rather than lay the fate of the vrorld open to 
irretrievable ruin, I . . • I mU do it^ 

But all tliis depends on the truthfulness of the 
Grand Cadi’s story — ^isn’t it so ? ” asked the Sirdar. 
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The Consul-General bent his head. 

‘‘ And the first test of its tru hfulness is whether or 
lint these thousands of Ishmael’s followers are an armed 

foree ? 

Asraiii the Consul-General bent his head. 

'' WeilA said the Sirdar, rising and throwing away his 
cit^ar, I am bound to tell you that I see no reason to 
think they are. 3Iore than that, I will not believe that 
when our boy took his serious step he w-ould have sided 
with this Wliite Prophet if he had suspected that the 
man’s aims included an attack upon England’s power 
ill Egypt, and I cannot imagine for a moment that he 
could be fool enough not to know.” 

Again the Consul-General frowned, but the Sirdar 
w*ciit on firmly. 

I believe he thouglit and knew' that Ishmael Ameer’s 
propaganda w'as purely spiritual, the establishment of 
an era of universal peace and brotherhood, and that 
is a w'orid-C[uestion having nothing to do with England 
or Egypt, or Arab Empires, except so far as ” 

But the Consul-General, wiio was cut to the quick 
by the Sirdar’s praise of Gordon, could bear no more. 

Only old wmmen of both sexes look for an era of 
universal peace,” he said testily. 

‘‘ In that case,” replied the Sirdar, the old women 
are among the greatest of mankind— the Hebrew 
prophets, the prophets of Buddhism, of Islam, and of 
Christianity. And if that is going too far, then Abraham 
Lincoln and John Bright, and, to come closer home, 
your own son, as brave a man as ever drew a sword, a 
soldier too, the finest young soldier in the King’s service, 
one who might have risen to any height if he had been 
properly handled, instead of being ” 
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But the old man, whcire no-triK were aurl 

clilatiii^ir like the iio'^trils <*f a broken -vdiidecl h It apt 
to liis feet a>!id stopped him. 

•"Why Jim eontiiiue to talk about iny son ? 
lie cried. Do you to torture me*? He al]o\o d 
liim&elf to become a tool in the of iny enurk'^, 

yet you are aecii^ing me of de^tn,jyinj his carf'cr and 
drlvine: liiin away. You are— you know you are ! ’’ 

•" Alij well ! God grant everything may go light tr,- 
morroWj"’ said the Sir Jar after a \\liilej and viih that 
he rose to go. 

It was now very late, and vlien Ibrahim, in the hall, 
with sleeps?* eyes, hardly able to keep liiinsell fn. m 
yaviiing, opened the outer door, the Iior^^es of the Sirdar*.^ 
carriage, wliicii had been waiting for nearly an hour, 
were heard stamping impatiently on the gravel of the 
drive. 

At the latot moment the old man relented. 

"" Reg,” he said, and Ins voice trembled, "" forgive 
me if I have been rade to you. I have been hard hit 
and I must make a fight. I need not explain. Good- 
night I ” x4iid he had gone back to the library before 
the Sirdar could reply. 

But after a while the unconquerable spirit and force 
of the man enabled Mm to regain Ms composure, and 
before going to bed he w'ent up on to the roof to take 
a last look at the enemy he was about to destroy. There 
it lay ill the distance, more than ever like a great serpent 
encircling the city on the south, for there -was no moon, 
the night was very dark, and the dying fires of the 
sinuous camp at Sakkara made patches of ivhite and 
Mack like the markings of a mighty cobra. 

Fatimah was at Ms bedroom door, waiting to bring 
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Ms liot water and to ask if lie wanted anjdliing 
else 

Yes. I want you to go to bed,” lie replied, but tlie 
Egyxitian uoman, still dallying about tlie room and 
fc| leaking with difficulty, wished to know if it w^as true, 
as the black boy had said, that Miss Helena was in 
Kliartoum and that she had betrothed herself to the 
Wliite Pro]ihet. 

“ I don’t know and I don’t care — go to bed,” said 
the Consul-General 

Poor Gordon ! hly poor boy ! Wah / Wah I Every- 
thing goes wTong with Mm. Yet he hadn't an evil 
thcught in his heart.” 

‘‘ Go to bed, I tell you ! ” 

It was even longer than usual before the Consul- 
General slept. 

He thought of Helena. 'Where ivas she now ? He 
had been leliiiig himself all along that to save appear- 
ances she might find it necessary to remain for a wiiile 
in IshmaeFs camp, but surely she might have escaped 
by this time. Could it be possible that she was kept as 
a prisoner ? Was there anything lie ought to do for her ? 

Then he thought of the speech he was to make in 
proposing the King’s health the following day, and 
framed some of the stinging, ironical sentences with 
%viiich he meant to lash his enemies to the bone. 

Last of all he thought of Gordon, as he always did 
when he w^as dropping off to sleep, and the only regret 
that mingled with his tingling sense of imminent triumph 
was that his son could not be present at the King’s 
Dinner to see — what he would see ! 

“ Oh, if I could have him there to-morrow night — 
what I would give for it ! ” he thought. 
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At length the Consui-Geii€-‘ral slept and liis lim 
late lioiise silent. K any liumaii eye eoiild have 
lociked upon liiiii as lie lay on Ids bed that night. t!ie old 
man with his Ups sternly set. breathing iitfuliy. oa\v 
the tired body overcome, the troubled brain still work- 
ing, it would have been a pitiful tldng to think that lie 
who was the virtual master o£ millions api)eared to be 
liiiiHclf the ^port of tho^e inscrutable demons of destiny 
•which seem to to»s us about like toy>. 

His power, his pride, his life-success — what had he 
gained by them? His wife dead; his son in revolt 
against Mm ; alone, enfeebled, duped, and self-deluded, 
God, what a little thing is man ! He wdio for forty 
years had guided the ship of State, before whose ivord 
Ministers and even Khedives had trembled, could not 
see Into the dark gla^s of the first few hours before him. 
Peace to Mm — until to-morrow ! 


CHAPTER XIV 

^‘Sebai Fum el Ehalig, 

** Caieo. 

“ My BEAREST Helena, — I am going to that dinner f 
Yes, as Islimael Ameer in the disguise of the Sheikh 
Omar Benani, chief of the Ababdali, I am to be one of 
my father’s guests. 

‘‘ This is the morning of the day of the festivities, and 
from Hafiz, by the Instrumentality of one wiio would 
live or die or give her immortal soul for me, I have at 
length learned all the facts of my father’s coup, 

‘"‘Bid you ever hear of the incident of the Opera 
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? Well, tMs incident is to bo a replica of that, 
the parts to bo played in the drama are in danger 
of being differently east. 

“ As tills is tlie last letter I shall be able to send to 
you before an event which may decide one way or other 
the fate of England In Egj’pt, my father’s fate, IshmaeFs, 
and perhaps yours and mine, I must tell you as much 
as I dare commit to paper. 

Tiie British army, as I foresaw from the first, is 
being brought back to Cairo. It is to come in to-night 
as c|uietly as possible by the last trains arriving at 
Calioub. The Consul-General is to go to Ghezirah as if 
nothing were about to happen, but at the last moment, 
when Ills enemies have been gathered under one roof — 
Ministers, Diplomats, Notables, Ulema — when the opera- 
tion of their plot has begun, and the bridge is drawn 
and the island is isolated, and Ishmael and his vast 
following are making ready to enter the city, my father 
is to speak over the telephone to the officer commanding 
at Abbassiah, and then the soldiers, with fifty rounds 
ot ammunition, are to march into Cairo and line up in 
the streets. 

Such is my father’s coup, and to make sure of the 
complete success of it — ^that IshmaeFs following is on 
the move, and that no conspirator (myself above all) 
escapes — ho has given orders to the Colonel not to stir 
one man out of the barracks until he receives his signal. 
Well, my work to-night is to see that he never receives it. 

“ Already you will guess what I am going to do. I 
must go to the dinner in order to do it, for both the 
central office of the telephone and the office of the 
telegraph are now' under the roofs of the Ghezirah 
Palace and Pavilion. 
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I liate to do the damnable tiling’, but it must be 
clone. It must, it must ! Tliere is no help for it. 

I cannot tell you how hard it is to me to be engorged 
ill a secret means to frustrate my father's plans — it is 
like fighting one's flesh and blood, and is not fair 
warfare. Xeitlier can I say what a struggle it lias bc^eii 
to me as an English soldier to make up my mind to 
intercept an order of the British army — it is like playing 
traitor, and I can scarcely bear to tliink of it. 

But all the same I know it is necessary. I also know 
God knows it is necessary, and when I tliink of that mr 
heart beats wildly, 

^'It is necessaiy^ to prevent the massacre which I 
know” (and my father does not) wnuld inevitably ensue ; 
neeevssary to save my father liimself from the execration 
of the civilised wnrld ; necessary to save Ishmael from 
the tragic consequences of his determined fanaticism ; 
necessary to save England from the possible loss of her 
Mohammedan dominions, from being faithless to her 
duty as a Christian nation, and from the divine judgment 
which will overtake her if she w^antoniy destroys her 
great fame as the one Western povrer that seems designed 
by Providence to rule and to guide the Eastern peoples ; 
and necessary above all to save the w^hite man and the 
black man from a legacy of hatred that would divide 
them for another htmdred years and put back the 
union of races and faiths for countless centuries. 

‘‘ If I am not a vain fool this is what I (D.F.) have 
got to do, so why in the name of God need I trouble 
myself about the means by wliicli I do it ? And if I 
am the only man who can, I must, or I shall be a coward 
skulking out of his plain responsibility, and a traitor 
not only to England but to humanity itself. 



208 THE WHITE PROPHET 

“ God does not promise me success, but I believe I 
shall succeed. Indeed I am so sure of success that I 
fee! as if all the recent events of my life have been 
leading up to this one. What I felt vhen I left Cairo 
for Khartoum, and again when I left Khartoum for 
Cairo — that everything had been governed by higher 
powers which could not err — I feel no%v more than ever. 

If I had delivered myself up to the authorities after 
your father’s death my life would have been %vasted 
and thro-vm away. Xay, if I had obeyed orders over 
the blunder of E! Azhar I should not have been where 
I am now — ^between two high-spirited men who are 
Mindly making for each other’s ruin, and the destruc- 
tion of all the}-" stand for. 

This reconciles me to everything that has hap- 
pened, and if I have to pay the penalty of playing 
buifer I am ready to do so. I have great trust that 
God will bring mo out all right, but if that is not His 
plan, then so be it. I am willing to give my life for 
England, whatever name she may know" me by when 
she comes to see what I have done, and I am wiling 
to die for these poor Egyptians, because I W'as bom 
and brought up among them, and I cannot help loving 
them. 

Death has no terrors for me anyway. I think the 
experiences of the past months have taught me aJl that 
death has to teach. In fact I feel at this moment 
exactly as I have felt at the last charge in battle, when, 
fighting against frightful odds, it has not been a case of 
every man for himself, but of God for us all. 

Besides I feel that on the day of your father’s 
death I died to myself — to my selfish hopes of life, I 
mean — and if God intends to crush me in order that I 
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may save my country and these people whom I love 
and who love me I really vish and long for Him to 
do so. 

But In-sha-allah I It vill be as God pleases, and 
I believe from the bottom of my heart that He is 
woiking out His wonderful embroiderer of events to a 
triumphant issue. So don’t be afraid, my dear Helena, 
whatever occurs to-night. I ma»y he taken, but (B.r.) 
I shall not be taken in disgrace. In any ease I feel that 
my hour has come — the great hour that I have been 
waiting for so long. 

‘‘ This may be the last letter I shall vTite to jou, 

I am sending it by Mosie, lest Hamid should find a 
difficulty in getting into your camp. I hope to Chd 
you may get it, for I want you to know that my last 
thoughts are about yourself. 

Upon my soul, dear, I believe the end \xiJL be all 
right, but if it is to be otherwise, and we are to be 
separated, and our lives in this world are to be wasted, 
remember that deep love bridges death. 

‘‘ Remember, too, what you said to me at Khartoum. 
* I am a soldier’s daughter,’ you said, ‘ and in my heart 
I am a soldier’s wife as well, and I shouldn’t be worthy 
to be either if I didn’t tell you to do your duty, what- 
ever the consequences to me.’ 

“ Good-bye, my dear, my dear I If anything happens 
you will know wffiat to do. I trust you without fear. 
I have always trusted you. I can say it now, at tliis 
last moment — ^never, dearest, never for one instant has 
the shadow of a doubt of you entered into my heart. 
My brave girl, my love, my life, my Helena ! 

“ May the great God of Heaven bless and protect you ! 

Gordon. 
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P £, — Oh, how the deuce did I forget ? There is 
something for you to do — something important — and I 
had almost sent off my letter mthout saying anything 

about it. 

Do you remember that on the day I left Khartoum 
it iras ordered by Ishmaei that after the call of the 
muezzin to midnight prayers, a light was to be set up 
in the minaret of the mosque of Mohammed Ali as a 
sign that he might enter the city in peace ? 

Wei, if I fail and the British army comes into 
Cairo Mimael must be kept out of it. He may be 
stubborn — a man who thinks God guides and protects 
iiim and makes a special dispensation for him is not 
easy to dissuade — but if the Ught does not appear he 
mmt be restrained. 

That is your %Tork with Ishmaei — ^why you are with 
him still. I knew it would be revealed to us some day. 
Once more, my dear, my dear, God bless and protect 
you I ’’ 


CHAPTER XV 

"‘Uhdek the Fyeamids. 

My deas Goeboy, — ^Your letter has not yet reached 
me, Wlmt has happened 2 Has your messenger been 
caught ? Wlio 'Was it ? Was it Hamid ? 

Not having heard from you, I was of course com- 
pelled to come on with the camp and therefore I am 
with it still. We are under the shadow of the pyramids, 
with the mud-built village of Sakkara by our side and 
Cairo in front of us, beyond the ruins of old Memphis 
and across a stretch of golden sand. 



THE COfflXG DAY 


211 


“ TMs is, it seems, the day of ' the King's Dinner,* 
and at sunset when the elephant-horn was blo^m lor 
the last time we gathered for prayers under a sea-Hue 
sky on the blood-red side of the Step Pp‘amid. 

“ It was a splendid, horrible, inspiring, depressing, 
devilish, divine spectacle. First, Isiimael recited from 
the Koran the chapter about the Prophet’s great vision 
(the Sarat er Russoul, I think), while the people on their 
knees in the shadow, with the sun slanting over their 
heads, shouted their responses. Then in ra]3turous tones 
he spoke, and though I was on the farthest verge of 
the vast crowd I heard nearly aU he said. 

They had reached their journey’s end, and had to 
thank God who had brought them so far without the 
loss of a single life. Soon they were to go into Cairo, 
the Mecca of the new world, but they were to enter it 
in the spirit of love, not hate, of peace, not war, doing 
violence to none and raising no rebellion. Wliat said 
the Holy Koran ? ‘ Whosoever among Moslems, Cluis- 
tians or Jews believe in God and in another life shall be 
rewarded.’ 

Therefore let no man think they were come to turn 
the Christians out of Egypt. They were there on a far 
higher errand — ^to turn the devil out of the world ! 
The intolerance and bitterness of past ages had been 
the product of hatred and darkness. The grinding 
poverty and misery of the present age was the result 
of a false faith and civilisation. But they were come 
to bring universal peace, universal brotherhood, and 
universal religion to all nations and races and creeds 
— one State, one Faith, one Law, one God I 

‘‘ Cairo was the gate to the East. It was also the 
gate to the West. He who held the keys of that gat© 
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was masler of the world. Who, then, should hold 
them hut God’s o^vn, His Guided One, His Expected 
One, His Christ ? 

‘'Mcn'e and yet more of this kind Isiimaei said in 
ills thrilling, throbbing voice, and of course the people 
creeled every sentence vith shouts of joy. And then 
tinaiiy, poiiitlog to the minarets of the mosque of 
Muaanimed Ail, far off on the l^Iokattam hills, he told 
them tliat at midniglit, after the call to prayers, a light 
wa-^ to shine there, and they were to take it for a sign 
that they might enter Cairo without injury to any and 
vitli goodwill towards all. 

‘ Watch for that light, O my brothers ! It vdll 
come ! As surely as the sun will rise on you to-morrow, 
that light will shine on you to-night ! ’ 

It is now (|uite dark and the camp is in a delirious 
state of excitement. The scene about my tent is simplj* 
terrifying. At one side there is an immense Zikr, with 
fifty frantic creatures erring ‘ Allah ! ’ to a leader 
who in wild guttural tones is reciting the ninety-nine 
attributes of God. At the other side there is a huge 
fire at wdiicli a group of men, having slaughtered a 
sheep, are boiling it in a cauldron, with many pungent 
herbs, that they may feast and rejoice together in 
honour of the coming day. People are sitting in circles 
and singing h^mms of victory; tambourines, kettle- 
driiins, and one-stringed lutes are being played every- 
W'liere, and strolling singers are going about from fire 
to fire making up songs that describe IshmaeFs good 
looks, and good deeds, and his " divinity ’ — the wildest 
ditty being the most applauded. 

Where Ishmael himself is I do not know, but he 
must indeed be carried away by religious ecstasy if he 
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is not trembling at tlie mere thought of to-morrow 
nioming. What is to happen if these Ailali-iiitrxi- 
cated Arabs’ have to meet five thousand Exit 1-1 
bayonets ? Or, supposing yon can obviate that, wliai 
is to occur when they are compelled to realise that all 
their liigh-built hopes are in the dust ? 0 God ! 0 
God ! 


II 

“ El Hamdiillillah ! Your letter has come at last ! 
Perhaps I wish it hadn’t been Mosie who brought it, but 
t^ie boy was clever in riding into the camp unobserved, 
and now I have sent liim outside to hide in the dark- 
ness while I scribble a few lines in reply. He ia to 
come back presently, and meantime, please God, he will 
keep out of the sight of that she-cat of an Arab woinar. 

‘‘ You are doing right, darhng — I am sure you are 1 
Katurally you must be troubled with thoughts about 
England and your father, but both will yet see what 
motives inspired you, and whatever they do now they 
will eventually make amends. 

Bravo, my hoy, bravo ! Perhaps ive shall all be- 
come Quakers some day, but let the peace-people croak 
as they please, it is war that brings out the truly heioic 
virtues, and though you are trying to prevent blood- 
shed you are really going into battle. Go, then, and 
God Hess you ! 

« ■\;vTetched ink this is-~~it must have got mixed 
vdth water. 

Oh yes, certainly 1 I will stay here to the end, and 
if occasion arises I wiU do what you desire, though I 
have not the faintest hope of succeeding. The fact is 
that even if I could persuade Ishmael not to enter 
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Cairo the people would not under any circumstances be 
restrained. 

To tell 3 ^ou the truth, I cannot help feeling sorry for 
him. He reall}’^ began with the highest aims and the 
strongest common sense, but he has become the victim 
of his people’s idolatxy, and, being made an idol, he 
may no longer be a man. 

I cannot help feeling sorry for the people also, for 
I suppose they have only tried in their blind way to 
realise the dream of humanity in all ages, the dream 
of all the holy books and aU the great prophets — ^the 
dream of a miilemiium. 

It seems, too, as if God, who puts beautiful ideals 
in people's hearts, ahvays calls for a scapegoat to pay 
the price of them. That is w^hat you are to be, dear, 
and when I think of what jon are going to do to save 
these poor people I begin to see for the first time what 
is meant by the sacrificial blood of Christ. 

I suppose tliis is shocking, but I don’t care a pin 
about that. Ever}^ heroic man who risks his life for 
his fellow-man is doing what Christ did. You are doing 
it, and I don’t believe the good God will ask any ques- 
tion about w’ays and means. 

There ! That’s sometliing out of my eyes splash on 
to the very point of my pen. Don’t take it as a mark 
of weakness, though, but as the sign-manual of Helena’s 
heart telling you to go on without thinking about her. 

"‘Forget what I said about my Jewish blood and 
Jezebel and all that nonsense. Ishmael’s ' wnrk ’ will 
not be ‘ finished ’ until he enters into Cairo, so I run no 
risk while I am here, 5 mu see. 

“ Of course I am in a fever of impatience to know 
T,?hat is happening on Ghezlrah to-night, but you must 
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not suppose that I am afraid. In any case, I shall stav 
here, having no longer the faintest thought of ruiiiiing 
away, and if there is anything to do 111 do it. 

This may be the last letter I am to v'rite to you, so 
good-bye, my Gordon, and God bless you again ! My 
dear, my dear, my dear ! Helena. 

“ P,S , — ^I suppose you are in the thick of it hy this 
time, for I see that the illuminations on Ghezirah have 
already begun. My dear, my dear, my , . . my ” 


CHAPTER XVI 

At eight o’clock that night the Pavilion of the Ghezirah 
Palace was brilliantly lit up for the King’s Dinner,” 
A troop of British cavalry was mounted in front of it 
under the sparkling lights that svmng from the tall 
palms of the garden, and a crowd of eager spectators 
were waiting to see the arrival of the guests. 

The Consul-General came early, driving in his open 
carriage with two gorgeously clad saises running before 
him. When he stepped down at the door, in his cocked 
hat, laced coat, and gold-braided trousers, he wm 
saluted like a sovereign. The band of a British regi- 
ment under the trees played some bars of the National 
Anthem, and the English onlookers cheered. 

In the open court of the Pavilion, which was walled 
about by Oriental hangings, the Consul-General’s ovm 
people were waiting to receive him. His old and 
weakened but still massive and even menacing person- 
ality showed out strongly against the shadovy forms 
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of .Noaie of the Advisers and Under-Secretaries who 
stood beliind him. 

It was quickly seen that his manner was less brusque 
and niafeterfui than usual, but that his tone ^ras cynical 
and almost hitter. When his First Secretary stepped 
up to him and whispered that a Reuter’s telegram, 
which had just come, announced that the Khedive had 
left Paris for Marseilles intending to take steamer for 
Egypt, he was heard to say — 

I don't care a what the Khedive does or what 

he intends to do. Let him wait until to-morrow.” 

TliC Sirdar was one of the iirst of the guests to arrive, 
and after saying in a low tone that he had just taken 
the necessary steps to withdraw the ammunition from 
the native troops, he whispered — 

The great thing is to keep calm — ^not to allow your- 
self to lose your temper.” 

I am calm, perfectly calm,” said the Consul- 
General. 

Then the other guests came in quick succession, 
Envoys Extraordinary, ^limsters-Plenipotentiary, Chan- 
cellors and Counsellors of Legation and Attaches, 
wearing all their orders ; Barons, Counts, and Mar- 
quises — attired magnificently in a prodigious quantity of 
pad and tailor-work, silk stockings, white, blue, and red, 
coats with frogs and fur collars, stars, ribbons, silver 
shoe-buckles, tight breeches, and every conceivable kind 
of uniform and court-dress. 

Among the diplomatic corps came Egyptian Ministers 
wearing the tarboosh and many decorations; the 
Turkish High Commissioner, a gorgeous and expansive 
person; a Prince of the Khediviai house, a long mis- 
cellaneous line of Pashas and Beys, and finally a few 
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of the Ulema in their turbans and flowing 
robes* 

The Consul-General received them all \nth sniih\% 
and it was said afterwards that never before bad hv 
seemed to be so ceremoniously polite. 

Tliere was a delay in announcing dinner, and people^ 
were beginning to ask who else was expected, when tiv" 
First Secretary w’-as seen to approach the host and t ^ 
say something which only he could hear. A moment 
later the venerable Chancellor of El Azliar entered 
hall in his simple gmj farageeyah, accompanied by a 
tali, strong, upright man in the ample folds of a Bedouin 
Sheikh, and almost immediately afterwards the guests 
went into the dining-hall. 

Dinner was served by Arab waiters in white, and 
while the band in the gardens outside played selections 
from the latest French operas, some of the European 
guests consumed a prodigious deal of fermented liquoi*. 
and buzzed and twittered and fribbled in the manner 
of their kind. The Egyptian Ministers and 
ivere less at ease and the Ulema were obviously con- 
strained, but the Consul-General himself, though 
continued to smile and to bow, was the most pre- 
occupied person in the room. 

He passed dish after dish, eating little and drinking 
nothing, though his tongue was dry and his throat wa^ 
parched. From time to time he looked about him 
with keen eyes, as if counting up the number of those 
among liis guests who had conspired against him. Tliere 
they were, nearly all of them, his secret enemies, Ms un- 
ceasing revilers, his heartless and treacherous foes. But 
wait ! Only wait ! He w^ould soon see their confusion ! 

Tiie Sirdar, wflio sat on the left of the host, seemed 
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tf I be eoiiscioiis of tlie Consul-General’s impatience^ and 
lie wbispercd again — 

Tlie great tiling is to be calm — perfectly calm.” 

I am calm,” said the Consul-General, but in a tone 
of anger which belied Ms ivords. 

Towards the end of the dinner Ms Secretary stepped 
tap to the bac'k of Ms chair and whispered to him that 
the bridge had been opened, and after that Ms im- 
patience increased Tisibly, until the last dish had been 
served, the waiters had left the room, the band outside 
had ceased playing, and the toast-master had called 
silence for tJie first toast. Then in an instant all im- 
patience, all nervousness, all anxiety disappeared, and 
the Consul-General rose to propose The ELing.” 

Xever had any one heard such a bitter, ironical, 
biting speech. Every word stung, every sentence cut 
to the bone. 

He began by telling Ms guests how happy he was 
to welcome them in that Mstoric hall, “ sacred to the 
memory of the glories of Ismail Pasha, whose princely 
prodigality brought Egypt to bankruptcy.” Then he 
assured them that he took their presence there that 
night as a cordial recognition of what Great Britain had 
clone through forty hard and sleepless years to rescue 
the Valley of the Xiie from financial ruin and moral 
corruption. Next, he reminded them that England was 
now reaping the results of the education it had given 
the country, and among these results were certain im- 
mature efforts to found Western institutions on Eastern 
soil, not to speak of secret conspiracies to embarrass, 
disturb, and even destroy her rule in Egypt altogether. 

“ But I arn glad to realise,” he said in a withering 
tone, “that aE such attempts to carry the country 
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back from civilisation to barbarism have been repelled 
by the best elements in the community, European and 
alike, and especially by the illustrious leaders 
by whom I am now surrounded.” 

Then his eyes flashed like the eyes of an old eagle, 
while, amid breathless silence, in the husky voice that 
came from his dry throat, turning from side to side, he 
thanked his guests, class by class, for the help they 
had given to the representative of the King in putting 
dovm political and religious fanaticism. 

‘‘ Gentlemen of the diplomatic corps,” he said, you 
are satisfied vith what England has done for Eg\"pt, 
and you do not wish to see her rule disturbed. Be- 
tween you and ourselves there are no animosities, no 
selfish interests to serve, no hostile groupings, no rival 
combinations. Einowing that Ave are the joint trustees 
of civilisation in a backward Eastern country, nothing 
could induce you so to act as if you wanted Eg 3 ;p)t for 
yourselves. Gentlemen, in the name of the King, I 
thank you 1 ” 

Turning then to the Egyptian Ministers, he said in 
tones of blistering irony — 

Your Excellencies, it seems idle to thank you for 
your loyalty to the nation by whose pow’-er you live. 
You are far too intelligent not to see that a man cannot 
set fire to his house and yet hope to preserve it from 
being burnt to the ground, far too sensible of your 
ovui interests to listen to the extremists who would, 
tear to pieces the country you govern and give it back 
to bankruptcy and ruin. Gentlemen, in the name of the 
King, I thank you.” 

Then facing the Notables he said, with a curl of his 
firm lip — 
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It Blight perhaps bo tiioHgbt that you, of aU others, 
had lea-t reason to be grateful to the Power that took 
i\e rou.-ba^h out of your hands, and deprived you of 
( ”10 advantages of forced labour ; but you do not want 
t ^ n^zain the powers you once held over the great un- 
. j )Yiiig masses of the people ; you are willing to see 
all false ledgers showing unjust debts burnt in the 
[jiiblie stpiares with j’our whips and instruments of the 
bastinado. Therefore, gentlemen, in the name of the 
Ki^ig, I thank you.” 

Finally, looldiig dovii the middle table to where the 
c/iiancellor of El Aziiar sat -with his Bedouin friend 

be'-ide Mm, he said — 

And your Eminences of the Ulema, I thank you 
Your enemies sometimes say that you continue 
to live in the Middle Ages, but you are much too keenly 
alive to your interests in the present hour not to realise 
how necessary it is to you to be assured for the future 
against the possible recurrence of Mahdist raids and 
revolutions. You know that the hydra-headed monster 
called fanaticism would destroy you and your class, 
and therefore you support mth ail the loyalty of your 
eager hearts the Power wliicii in the interests of true 
religion would crash and quell it. Gentlemen, in the 
name of the King, I thank you.” 

The effect of the speech was paralysing. As, one by 
one, the Consul-General spoke to the classes repre- 
sented by Iiis guests, there w^as not a response, not a 
sound, nothing but silence in the room, with wMte faces 
and quivering lips on every side. 

At length the Consul-General raised his glass and, In 
a last passage of withering sarcasm, called on the com- 
pany to drink to the great sovereign of the great nation 
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\-\hicli, witli tiie cordial sympathy and united help oi 
the -whole community, as represented tlio&e whu 
vcere there present, had done so much for ciTiliSP*.ti< . i 
and progress in the East — The King ! 

The}’ could not help themselves — they rose, a lame, 
halting, half-terrified company, getting up irregularly, 
vith trembling hands and pallid cheeks, and repealed 
after the toast-master in nervous, faltering, broken 
voices, “ The King I ” 

After the speaker sat down there was a subdued 
murmur which rose b3r degrees to a sort of muffled growl. 
The Consul-General heard it, and his keen eyes flashed 
around the company. Dowti to this moment he had 
done no more than he intended to do, but now, carried 
away by the excitement created within Mmself by his 
own speech, he wished to throw off all disguise, and 
fling out at everybody. 

Better be calm, though,’’ he thought, remembering 
the Sirdar’s advice, and at the next moment the Sirdar 
Mmself, whom he had missed from his side, returned 
and said, in a whisper — 

Afraid I must go. Just heard that some of the 
Egyptian soldiers have been knocking down the officers 
wflio were sent to remove their ammunition.” 

At that news, wliich appeared to confirm predictions 
and to be the beginning of everything he had been 
led to expect, the Consul-General lost all control of 
Mmself. 

Wait I Wait a little and %vdffl go together,” lie 
wiiispered back, and then, calling for silence, he rose 
to his feet again and faced full upon his guests. 

Your Highness, your Eminences, your Exeelencies, 
and Gentlemen,” he said in a loud voice, I have one 
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more toast. I iiave given you the health of the King, 
and now I give you ‘ Confusion to Ms Enemies.’ ” 

II a bomb had fallen in the dining-hall it could 
scarc'cly have made more commotion. The Consul- 
Oeiieral saw this and smiled. 

gentlemen, I say his enemies, and when I speak 
of the King’s enemies, I refer to Ms enemies in Egypt, 
hi -1 enemies in this room.” 

The sensation produced by these words was com- 
pounded of many emotions. To such of the guests 
as were entirely innocent of conspiracy it seemed 
plainly evident tha.t a Mnd of mental vertigo had 
seized the Consul-General. One of them looked round 
fur a doctor, another rose from Ms seat with the in- 
tention of stepping up to the speaker, while a third 
took out his gold pencil-case and began to scribble a 
note to the Sirdar, asldng Mm, as the best friend of 
their host, to remove the Consul-General from the 
room. 

On the other hand, the persons who were actually 
partieix)ating in conspiracy had, by operation of that 
inscrutable instinct which compels guilty men to expose 
themselves, risen to their feet, and were loudly shouting 
their protests. 

-Untrue!” Disgraceful ! ” False!” “Utterly 
false ! ” 

“ False, is it ? ” said the Consul-General. “ We 
shall see.” 

Then glancing over them one by one as they stood 
about him, his eye fixed itself first upon a foreign re- 
presentative whose breast was covered with decorations, 
and he said— 

“ Baron, did you not say in the Salon of a certain 



THE COMXCt day 223 

Priiieea’s that out of j’our Secret Service money you were 
proviciintr arm? for the Etxyptian populace ? ” 

Tlic Baron gave a ^tart of surprihe, made some inove- 
iiieiii of tliii lips as if trving to reply, and sank back to 
Ms scat. Then the Consul-General turned to one of 
two Euyptiaii ^Ministers wJio, vitii faces as red as tlieir 
tarhoo^lies, were standing side side, and said — 

Pasha, vill jmu deny that as rerentlj" as yesterday 
you sent somebody to me in secret to say that while you 
were innocent of conspiracy against British rule, your 
colleague, who stands at your right, was deepl}" guilty ? ’’ 
The Pasha stammered out some confused words and 
collapsed. 

Then the Consul-General faced dovii to one of the 
Ulema, the Grand Mufti, who, in his white turban and 
graceful robes, w'as trying his best to smile, and said — 
Your Eminence, can it be possible that you vrere 
not present at the house of the Chancellor of El xlzhar 
when a letter was sent to a certain visionary mummer 
then in the Soudan, asking him to return to Cairo in 
order to draw off the allegiance of the Egyptian army ? 

The smile passed in a flash from the Grand Muftfs 
face, and he, too, dropped back to his seat. Then one 
by one the others w^ho had been standing, slithered 
down to their places, as if each of them w’-as in fear 
that some secret he had wliispered in the salon, the 
harem or the mosque, would in like manner be blurted 
from the housetops. 

The Consul-General swept the whole company with 
a look of triumph and said — 

'‘You see, gentlemen, I know everything, and it is 
useless to deny. In order to overthrow the authority 
of England in Egypt you have condescended to the 
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arts of anarchists — yon hare joined together to provoke 
rebellion against law and order.” 

All this time the Sirdar’s face had been stamped 
with an expression of sadness, and now he was seen to 
be addrc'i'siiig the Consul-General in a few low-toned 
voTd<, but his warning, if such it were, seemed to be 
quite unheeded. With increasing excitement and in- 
tense bitterness the Consui-C4eneral turned hotly upon 
tl.e foreign representatives and said — 

Gentlemen of the diplomatic corps, joint trustees 

V ith me of peace and civilisation in a backward country, 
you thougiit you were using the unrest of the Egyptians 
to seme your ovm ends, but hsten, and I vull tell you 

V liat you were really doing.” 

Then, more fiercely than ever, his face aflame, his 
hoarse voice breaking into harsh cries, he disclosed his 
knowledge of the Egyptian plot as he understood it 
to be — how the final aim, the vast and luminous fact 
to which all Moslem energies were directed, was the 
establishment of an Arab Empire rvliich should have 
for its first puipose to resist the Christian nations ; 
how this Empire had originated in the mind of the 
Khedive, who wished to put iiimself at the head of i„ ; 
and how, since it was necessary in an Eastern country 
to give a rehgious colour to political intriguing, Ishmael 
Ameer, the mock Mahdi, the fanatic-h37pocrite, had 
been employed to intimidate the British authorities by 
bringing up the scourings of the Soudan to their very 
doors. 

This fell on the whole company, innocent and guilty, 
like a thunderclap. 

The great Proconsul, the strong and practical in- 
tellect which had governed the State so long, had been 
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clceeiFed on the main issue, had been fooled, and 
fifilitiiig a gigaotie phantom I 

Is this news to you, gentlemen of the diplomatie 
C'Orps ? Ask your friends, the Oeina ! Is it news ti> 
you, too, gentlemen of E! Azhar 'i Ask your Grand 
Cadi I But that is not alL You have had no seraph*'^, 
n » slianie ! In hitting at England you ha%’e not I P'*'- 
taied to hit at England’s servant — niy&tM, You have 
hit me where I could least bear the bloma By lies, hy 
iiypf jcrisies, by fabe pretences you have got hold of my 
son, my only son, my only relative, all that left to 
me . . . the one in whom my hopes in life ivere centred 
and 

Here tlie old man’s voice faltered, and it was after- 
wards remembered that at this moment the Bedouin 
Sheikh rose in obvious agitation, made some stcps 
forward, and then stopped. 

At the next instant the Consul-General had recovered 
himself, and, uith increasing strength and still greater 
ferocity, was hurling his last reproacdies upon iu& 
enemies. 

But you are mistaken, gentlemen. I may be old 
but I am not yet helpless. In the interests not only of 
England but of Europe I have made all necessary pre- 
parations to defeat your intrigues, and now — now I am 
about to put them into execution.” 

Saying this he left Ms seat and directed his steps 
towards the door. Nearly the whole of the company 
roseat the same moment, and all stood aside to let 
him pass. Nobody spoke, nobody made a gesture. In 
that room there were now no longer conspirators and 
non-conspirators. There were only silent spectators 
of a gi’eat tragedy. Everybody felt that an iiiimease 
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figure 'eras passing from tlie world’s stage, and none 
would have been more surprised if the P57ramid of 
C4izeh had crumbled before their eyes. 

On reaching the door the Consul-General stopped and 
spoke again, but with something of his old courageous 
calm. 

I understand/’ he said, “ that it was part of the 
plan that to-night at midnight, while the British army 
was expected to be on the Delta, and I and my colleagues 
were to be held prisoners on Ghezirah, the horde of 
armed fanatics now lying outside on the desert were to 
enter and occupy the city. That was a foolish scheme, 
gentlemen, such as could only have been conceived in the 
cobwebbed brains of El Azhar. But whatever it was 
I must ask you to abide by its consequences. In the 
interests of ]5cace and of your own safety you will remain 
on this island until to-morrow, and in the morning you 
shall see . . , what you shall see ! ” 

Then saying something in a low voice to the Com- 
mandant of Police who w^as standing near, he passed 
out of the dining-hall and the door w^as closed beliind 
him. 


CHAPTEE XVII 

A FEW minutes afterwards the military band in the 
garden w’as playing again, red and wMte rockets were 
shooting into the dark sky from the grounds of the 
Kliedlvial Sports Club, and the Consul-General was 
entering the little insular telephone office of Ghezirah, 
wMch w^as under the same roof as the Pavilion. 

Call me up the Colonel commanding at Abbassiah 
and ask him to hold the line.” 
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Yes, my loitl. ' 

While the attendaiit put In the plug: of liis maciiiiic* 
and waited for a reply, the Conval-General ^i\alked ner- 
Tiaisly to and fro between llie countiT and the door. 
He expecting the Commandant of PoKf t*' to come to 
liini In a moment witli of the aritst </f Islimael 

Ameer. Without this certainty (tlioudi he had never 
liad an iii'^taiitks doubt of it) he could not allow 
liiiii-^elf to proceed to the last and nio^t serious 
extreiTilty. 

Xot got him yet ? ” 

^"Xot yet, my lord,'’ said the attendant, and he 
plugged Mb machine afresh. 

The Consul-Cleneral resumed his restless perambula- 
tion. He was by no means at ease about the unpre- 
meditated developments of the scene in the dininjz- 
hall, but he had alvays intended lo make sure that hi^ 
enemies vere safely housed on the island, and thtreby 
cut of from the power of making further mibchi^*!, 
before he ordered the arm}" into the city. The plugging 
of the machine was repeated. 

X'ot got him even yet, boy ? ” 

Cannot get an answer from the Central in Cairo, 
iny lord.” 

a Try yet another line. Quick ! ” 

The Consul-General thought the Commandant was 
long in coming, but no doubt the police staff had re- 
moved the supposed ‘‘Bedouin” to a private rooin, so 
that in making his arrest, and in stripping off hi'- di'^- 
giiise to secure evidence of Im identity, there might he 
no unnecessary commotion, no vulgar sensation. The 
plugging of the machine ceased. 

Got Mm at la4 ? ” 
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" Xu, my lord. Tliink there must be something 
with the wires/’ 

Tbe Wires ? *’ 

“ They seem to have been tampered with.” 

‘‘You mean — cut ? ” 

“ Afraid they are, my lord.’’ 

Then the island — so far as the telephone goes — 
the inland is isolated ? ” 

Yes, my lord.” 

Tlie old man’s face, which had been flushed, became 
deadly pale, and liis stubborn lower lip began to tremble. 
“ lilio can have done this ? Wlio ? Wlio ? ” 

The attendant, terrified by tlie fierce eye that looked 
into his face, vas answering vith a vacant stare and a 
sliake of the head vhen the Sirdar entered the ofiiee, 
omjjanied by the Commandant of Police, and Ijth 
ui^e as white as If they had seen a ghost. 

‘‘ Well, what is it now ? ” demanded the Coxisul- 
Gciicral, whereupon the Sirdar answered — 

The Commandant’s men have got him, but 

But— what ? ” 

“ It is not Islimael Ameer.” 

‘‘ Xot Ishma . . . you say it is not Ish ” 

The Consul-General stopped, and for a long moment 
he stared in silence into the blanched faces before !Jli. 
T' en lie said sharply, “ Who is it ? ” 

Tiie Commandant dropped his head and the Sirdar 
ct * ’led unwilling to reply, 

Mio is it, then ? ” 

“ Ir is ... it is a Brithh ofiicer.” 

A British . . . you say a British' ” 

“ A Colonel” 

The old man’s lips moved as if he were repealing 
the word without utiering it. 
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His tunic was tom wliere his decorations had b.,.;!. 
He looked like . . . Mke a man who might have been 
degraded.’’ 

The Gonsul-GeneraTs face t^^itched, but in a fierce, 
almost ferocious voice he said, “ Speak ! Who is it '/ ’’ 
There was another moment of silence, which seemed 
be eternal, and then the Sirdar replied — 

Xuneham, it is your own son.” 

CHAPTER XVIII 

‘‘ From the Slave of the Most High, Ahdul AM, Chancdhr of 
El Azhar, to Ishmael Ameer, the Messenger of God — 
Praise be to Him, the Exalted One! 

A word in haste to say that he who came here as 
your missionary and representative has vitiiin the hour 
been arrested by the officials of the Government, haviim, 
so far as we can yet learn and surmise, been moH 
treacherously and maliciously betrayed into their hands 
by means of a letter to the English lord from one vlio 
stands near to you in your camp. 

‘‘ In sadness and tears, with faces bowed to the eaitli 
and ashes on our heads, we send our sympathy to you 
and to your stricken followers, entreating you on our 
knees, in the name of the Compassionate, not to attempt 
to carry out your design of coming into Cairo, lest 
further and more fearful calamities should occur. 

This by swift and trusty mes'^enger to your hands 
a'w Sakkara. — The Slave of your Virtues, 

‘^ABDun All” 


ESB OF ronB'iH re ok: 



FIFTH BOOK 

THE DAWN 

CHAPTER I 

The day that Ishmael had looked for, longed for, 
prayed for — the day tliat was to see the fulfilment not 
only of his bpiritual hopes but of his rapturous dream 
of bliss, the day of his return to Cairo — ^had come at 
last. 

But the Ishmael Ameer who was returning to Cairo 
was by no means the same man as the Ishmael who 
had gone away. In a few short months he had be- 
come a totally different person. Two forces had changed 
him — two forces which in their effect were one. 

By the operation of the first of these forces he had 
become more of a mystic; by the operation of the 
second he had become more of a man ; by the opera- 
tion of both together he had become a creature who 
was controlled by his emotions alone. 

he left Cairo he had been a man of elcTatec! 
spirit but of commanding common sense. He had 
looked upon himself as one whose sole \Tork was to 
call men back to God and to righteousness. But little 
by little tlie tyranny of outward events, the pressure of 
responsibility, and, above all, the heartfelt and pros- 
trate but dim and perverted adulation of his followers, 
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had led Mm to believe that he was a being apart, 
specially directed by the Almighty and even permitted 
to be His mouthpiece. 

Insensibly Ishmael had come to look upon himself as 
a “ Son of God.’’ When he first saw that the crow’ds 
who came to Mm from east and west were beginning 
to believe that he was the Redeemer, the Deliverer, 
the Expected One whom he foretold, he was shocked, 
and he protested. But when he perceived that this 
belief helped him to comfort and console and direct 
them, he ceased to deny ; and when he realised that it 
was necessary to his people’s confidence that they should 
think that he who guided them was Mmself guided by 
God, he permitted himself, by Ms sUeiice, to acquiesce. 

From allowing others to believe in Ms divinity, lie 
had come to believe in it Mmself. His burning, bound- 
less influence over his people had seemed to his deep 
heart to be only intelligible as a thing given to him from 
Heaven, and then the ^‘miracle” in the desert, the 
raising of the Sheikh’s daughter from the dead, had 
swept down the last of his scruples. God had given 
him supernatural powers and made him the mouth- 
piece of His will. 

And now% at the end of Ms pilgrimage, if he did not 
accept the idea that he was in very fact the Redeemer 
wfio wns to bring in the golden age, the Kingdom of 
God, he succumbed to a delusion that was nearly akin 
to it — ^that just as the lord of the Christians, being 
condemned by the Roman Governor, had permitted 
another to take his form and face and bodily presence 
and to die on the cross instead of Mm, so the Messiah, 
the Mahdi, the Christ who was to come, was now using 
Mm as His substitute to lead and control His poor. 
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oppressed, and helpless people until the time came for 
Him to appear in His person. 

Such Tias the operation of the force that had made 
Islimael more of a mystic ; and the force that had made 
him more of a man had been playing in the same way 
upon liis heart. 

Ii had played upon him tlirough Helena. 

\Wien Helena entered into his life and he betrothed 
himself to her, he honestly believed that he was doing 
no more than protecting her good name. For some time 
afterwards he continued to deceive himself, hut the 
constant presence of a beautiful woman by Ms sid"" 
produced its effect, and little by little he came to know 
that Ills heart was touched. 

As soon as he became conscious of this he remembered 
t!ie vov he had made when his Coptic slave-wife died, 
that no other woman should take her place, and he also 
reminded liimself of Ms mission, his consecration to the 
welfare of humanity. But the more he tried to crush 
liis affection for Helena, the more it grew. 

He was like a boy in the first beautiful morning light 
of love. The moment he was alone, after parting from 
Helena at the door of her sleeping-room, he would kiss 
the hand that had touched her hand, and find a tingling 
joy in stepping afresh over the places on which her feet 
had trod. A glance from her beaming eyes made his 
pulse beat rapidly, and when, one day, he saw her 
combing out her hair, with her round white arm bare 
to the elbow, his breathing came quick and loud. 

Hib passion was like a flower which had sprung up in 
the parched place of the desert of Ms desolate soul, and 
everything that Helena did seemed to water it. Read- 
ing her conduct by the only light he had, lie thought 
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4ie loved him. Had she not followed Mm from India, 
breaking from her own people to live by his side? 
Had she not betrothed herself to him without a thongiit 
of any other than spiritual joys ? 

Her pride in him, too, was no less than her affection. 
Had she not proposed that he should go into Cairo in 
advance, because that being the place of the greatest 
danger was the place of highest honour also ? In her 
womanly jealousy for her husband’s rank, had she not 
resisted and resented the substitution of another when 
it W’as decided the Sheikhs that ‘‘Omar” should go 
instead? And, notwithstanding her illness at Khar- 
toum, had she not insisted on following him across the 
desert and, weak as she was, enduring the pains of his 
pilgrimage in order to continue by his side ? 

Allah bless and cherish her ! Was there anything 
in the world so good as a sweet, unselfish, devoted 
w'oman ? 

During the journey IshmaeFs love for Helena grew 
hour by hour until it filled his whole being, and made 
his wild heart a globe of infinite radiance and hope. 
Her beauty, her gifts of mind as well as of body, took 
complete possession of him. Whenever he saw her, 
everything brightened up. Whenever he turned on 
his camel, and caught sight of her dromedary at the 
tail of the caravan, he became excited. Whenever 
evil things befell, he had only to think of the Eani and 
his troubles died away. AU that was good and beauti- 
ful in the world seemed to centre in the litter that 
held her by day and in the tent that covered her by 
night. 

Then, in spite of Ms mission and the burden of liis 
vork, he began to remember that all this loveliness, 
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all tin's sweetness, belonged io him. The Rani was Ms 
tdfe, and he could not help but think of the possibility 
of nearer relations between them. 

When this thought first came to him he repelled it 
as a species of treachery. Had he not pledged Mmself 
to a spiritual union V Would it not be wTong to break 
that pledge — wrong to the Rani, OTong to his own 
higher nature, wTong to God ? 

But, nevertheless, the temptation to claim the rights 
of a husband became stronger day by day, and he 
struggled to reconcile Ms faith with his affection. He 
reminded himself that renunciation was no part of 
Islam, that it was a Christian error, that monkery ’’ 
had been condemned by the Prophet, that it was con- 
trary to the clear law of nature, and that as soon as 
his task was> finished it was his duty to live a human 
life, with woman and mth children. 

This seemed to solve the Sphinx-like problem of 
existence, but when he tried to talk of it to the Rani, 
in order to break the ground with her, Ms tongue 
would not utter the words that were in his heart, and 
something made him stop in confusion and hasten 
away. 

Yet his self-denial only intensified his desire. Keep- 
ing away from Helena by day, he was with her in Ms 
dreams by night. One rapturous, incredible, almost 
impossible and even terrible dream of bhss was always 
stirring within him. A little longer, only a little longer. 
The hour in which he would lay down Ms task as 
leader, as prophet, would be the hour in which he 
would take up his new Me as a man. 

That hour w^as now near. He was outside the gates 
of Cairo. Kothing would, notlxing could, intervene at 
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tills last stage to prevent him from entering the city, 
and once within, his work would he at an end. 0 
God, how good it was to live ! 

All that day at Sakkara, Ishmael had been in the 
highest state of religious exaltation, and when night 
came he walked about the camp as if demented both 
in heart and brain. 

The camp stretched from the banks of the Nile at 
Bedrasheen over the black ruins of Memphis to the 
broad sands before the Step Pyramid, and everywhere 
the people sat in groups about their fires, eating, 
drinking, playing their pipes, tambourines and drums, 
and singing, to tunes that were like wild dance music, 
their songs of rejoicing. 

They were singing about himself, his wise words, his 
miracles, his miraculous birth (born of a virgin), his 
good looks, which made all women love him, and his 
divinity, which would save him from death, Ishmael 
heard this, yet he had no misgivings, no fear of what 
the coming day would bring forth. A sort of spiritual 
lightning blinded him to possible danger, and his heart 
swelled with love for his people. God bless them! 
God bless everybody ! Bless East and West, vMte 
man and black man, sons of one Father, soon to be 
united in one hope, one love, one faith ! 

Ishmael felt as if he wanted to take the whole world 
In his arms. Above all, he wanted to take the Ban! 
in his arms. It was not that the lower man, the 
animal man, was conquering the higher man, the spiri- 
tual man, but that both body and soul %ver6 aflame, 
that a sense of fierce joy filled his whole being at the 
thought of entering into a new life, and that he wished 
to find physical expression for it. 
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Before lie was aware of what he was doing, lie 'was 
walking in the direction of Helena’s tent. Striding 
along ill the darkness, wliich iras slashed here and there 
with shafts of light from the camp fires, he approached 
the tent from the back, the mouth being towards the 
city. Close behind it, he stumbled upon some one who 
was crouching there. It was a boj, and he rose hastily 
and hurried away without speaking, being followed 
immediately by a woman who seemed to hawe been 
watciiing him. 

Ishmael’s heart was beating so violently by this 
time that he had only a confused impression of 
having seen this, and at the next instant, treading 
softly on the silent sand, he was in front of the tent, 
looking at Helena, who w'-as within. 

She was sitting on her camp-bed, her angerib, writing 
on a pad that rested upon her lap, by the light of a 
lamp wiiieh hung from the pole that upheld the 
canvas. Though her face ivas down, Ishmael could 
see that it was suffused by a rosy blush, and when 
at one moment she raised her head, her bright and 
shining eyes seemed to Mm to be w’et with tears, but 
full, nevertheless, of joy and love. 

Islimae! thought he knew what she was doing. She 
was thinking of him, and writing, as she loved to do, 
the immortal story of his pilgrimage, happy in tho 
neat approach of his great triumph. 

Standing in the darkness to look at her, he could 
hardly restrain himself any longer. He wanted to 
burst in upon her and to be alone mth her. 

Behind and about him were the lights of the camp 
and its many sounds of rejoicing, but he did not see 
or hear them now. His heart was afire. He was in- 



THE DAm" 


t-oidcated mth love. What had been for so long lii-i 
almost unconquerable dream of bliss was about to be 
fiilfilled. 

‘^Rani!” he whispered, in a quivering voice, and 
then, plunging into the tent, he caught her up in his 

arms. 


CHAPTER II 

Half blind with tears which belied her brave words, 
Helena had been writing the letter to Gordon wMcli 
Mo&ie was waiting to take away. She had told hini 
not to thmk of her, for she was quite able to take 
care of herself whatever happened. Then wiping the 
tears from her eyes, she had smiled as she told him 
to forget the nonsense she had ^-vTitten about Jezebel 
and her Jewish blood, and to remember that until 
IshinaeFs work was ‘‘finished” and he entered Cairo 
she ran no risk by remaining in his camp. 

She had got thus far when she thought she heard a 
step on the sand outside, but raising her eyes to look 
and seeing nothing except the red and white stars from 
the rockets that rained through the air at Ghezirah, 
she resumed her letter, telling herself, as she did so, 
that if the worst came to the worst and matters 
reached an unexpected crisis with Ishmael, she could 
defeat him again, as she had done before, by diplomacy, 
by finesse, and by woman’s wit. 

“I suppose you are in the thick of it by this time, 
for I see that the ffluminations at Ghezirah have 

already begun. My dear, my dear, my ” 

Her last word was not yet written when she heard 
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14 imaeFfe tremulous whisper of the name he knew her 
hy, aiidj starting up as if she had received an electric 
slioek, she saw the Egyptian coming into her tent 
vitli the glittering eyes of one who was about to 
accomplish some joyous task. At the next moment, 
lii‘fore she knew what was happening, she found herself 
cki'<xied in his arms. 

‘‘Hy life! My heart! My eyes! My ovm!’’ he 
V as saying in hot and impetuous whispers, and, raising 
her face to his face, he was kissing her on the lips. 

She struggled to liberate herself, but felt like a help- 
less child ill his strong, irresistible grasp. 

“Leave me! Let me go!” she said, with heat 
and anger, but he did not seem to hear her or to be 
conscious of her resistance. 

“ Oh, how glad I am ! ” he said. “ Our journey is at 
an end ! Our new life is about to begin ! How happy 
we shall be ! ” 

All the blood in Helena’s body rushed to her cheeks, 
and, putting up her hands between their faces, she 
demanded angrily — 

“What do you mean by this? What are you 
doing ? ” 

Yet still lie did not hear her, for his passion was 
overpowering him, its intoxicating voice was ringing 
through his whole being, and he continued to pour into 
her ears a torrent of endearing words. 

“ Yes, yes, our new life is about to begin ! It is to 
begin to-night — now ! ” 

Helena was overwhelmed with fear, but suddenly, 
by the operation of an instinct which she did not 
comprehend, she smiled up into IshmaeFs smiling face 
-—a feeble, frightened, involuntary smile — and, pointing 
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to the open mouth of the tent, she said, with a sense 
of mingled cunning and confusion — 

Be careful 1 Look 1 ” 

Ishmaei loosened his hold of her, and, stepping back 
to the tent’s mouth, he began to close and button it. 

'\Wiile he did so, Helena w’atched him and asked 
herseK what she ought to do next. Cry for help It 
would be useless. There were none to hear her except 
IshmaeFs own people, and they worshipped Mm and 
looked upon her as his wife, Ms property, Ms slave, 
Ms chattel. Escape? Impossible! More than ever 
impossible for what (at her own direction) he was 
doing now. 

‘‘ Then what am I to do ? ” she asked herself, and 
before she had found an answer Ishmaei, having sealed 
up the tent, was returning with outstretched arms, 
as if wdth the intention of embracing and kissing lier 
again. 

She read in his great vild eyes the light of a 
passion which she had never seen in a man’s face 
before, but she put on a bold front in spite of the 
terror %vhich possessed her, thrust out her right hand 
to keep him off, looked Mm fuh in the face, and cried — 

“ No, no ! You shall not ! On no account ! No 1 ” 

At that he dropped his outstretched arms, but, stil! 
smiling his joyous smile, he continued to approach 
her, saying, as he did so, in a tone of affectionate 
surprise and remonstrance — 

“Why, what is tMs, 0 my Rani? Have we not 
joined hands under the handkerchief? Are you not 
my wife ? Am I not your husband ? It is true that 
I pledged myself to renunciation. But renunciation 
is wrong. It is against religion— against God.” 
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Raising Ms eyes, lie looked not into lier face but 
at the veil that wm fixed to her hair, and she found 

it diffifuit to go Oil. 

Did you not say yourself,” she said, ‘‘ that marriage 
vas not Joining hands under a handkerchief, or re- 
pfuting words after a Cadi, but a sacrament of lore, 
mutual love, and that everything else was sin ? There- 
fore ” 

^nVeU?” 

“Tiierefore if ... if I do not love you ” 

“ And you do not ? ” 

Allah ! Allah ! ” he muttered, in a voice that seemed 
to come up out of the depths of his soul, and at the 
next moment he sank dovm on to the angerib which 
V as clooe behind him. 

But hardly had he done so when he leapt to his feet 
again, and in a voice that rang with vTath he said — 
^‘Tlien why did you betroth yourself to me? I 
put no constraint upon you. If you had told me that 
your heart was far from me, I should have gone no 
further. But I gave you time to consider, and you 
came to me of your oira free will. Why was this? 
Ai&wev me. I have a right to know that, at all 
events.” 

It came into her mind to reply that when they were 
betrothed he did not ask her if she loved him, and 
she did not understand that she was to belong to him. 
But what i^as the use of defending herself? On what 
ground could she justify her conduct ? 

*‘0r if,” he said, and his voice shook ivith the 
intensity of his emotion — ‘'if it was after our betrothal 
that your heart left me — if something I said or did 



JJAvviN 


lost me yoiir love — ^wliy did you follow me from 
Khartoum? You might have stayed there. I was 
filling to leave you behind me. Why did you follow 
me over the desert ? Why did you come with my 
company ? Why are you here now ? 

She found it impossible to answer him, and feeling 
hoi? deeply she had wronged him, yet how impossible, 
how unthinkable, how inconceivable it was that she 
could have acted otherwise than she had, in the light 
of her great and undying love for Gordon, she clasped 
her hands in front of her face and burst into a flood 
of tears. 

Her tears drove away his anger in a moment, for 
he mistook the cause of them, and, deeply and incur- 
ably wounded as he was, a wave of sympathy and 
compassion passed over him. Drawing her hands from 
her face and holding them in his own, he looked stead- 
fastly into her w^et eyes, and said in a softer voice — 

*'Iseehowit has been, 0 my Rani. You followed 
the teacher, not the man; the message, not the poor 
soiled volume it was written in, and perhaps you 
were right — quite right.” 

Every word he uttered went like iron into Helena’s 
soul. 

‘‘I thought a woman lived by her heart alone,” he 
said, “and that when she betrothed herself it must 
be for love, not from any higher and nobler motive, 
but it seems I was wrong — quite wrong. I thought, 
too,” he said, “that where love was,” and here his 
voice thickened and almost broke, “ there was neither 
black nor white, neither race nor caste; but it seems 
I was wrong in that also. Forgive me, forgive me, 
forgive me I 
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He lifted lier hands in his own Jong and delicate 
oiiC'. and pid them to his lips, and then gently let 
them fail. 

^"But God knows best w’hat is good for ns,” he said, 
'•and perhaps , . , perhaps He has sent me this as a 
warming and a punishment, lest . . . lest I forget . . . 
in the lo\'"e of home and wife and children, the task 
. . .the great task He has laid upon me. In-sha- 
allah ! In-slia-aliah ! ” 

With that he turned to leave the tent, a shaken and 
agitated and totally different man from the man who 
had entered it ; and Helena, notwithstanding that she 
was deeply moved, again felt a sense of immense, 
immeasurable relief. 

But at the next moment a feeling akin to terror 
seized her, for while Ishmael was unbuttoning the 
canvas at the tent’s mouth there came, over the 
diili rumble of many sounds outside, a clear, sharp 

crying — 

“Ishmael Ameer! Ishmael Ameer! Urgent news! 
Wlicrs are you ? ’’ 

Helena’s heart stood still. She seemed to know in 
advance what was coming. The hour of IshmaeFs 
doniifali had arrived, and he was to hear that he had 
been betrayed. She had escaped from her physical 
danger — -what, now, of her moral peril'? 


CHAPTER III 

A MOMEOT later Ishmael had tom the mouth of the 
tent open. An Egyptian was standing there in the 
turban and farageeyah of an Ahm. The man, ivho was 
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solemnly making Ms salaams, lield a lantern in 
hand and a letter in the other, Beliind him, again-t 
the dark sky, were a number of IshniaeTs own people. 
Their mouths were open, and fear was on their faces. 

‘‘What words are these, oh my brother?” asked 
IshniaeL 

Without speaking, the Alim offered him the letter. 
It was that of the Chancellor of El Azhar, mitten 
immediately after the arrest of Gordon. 

Ishmael took it, and standing under the lamp that 
hung from the pole of the tent he read It. Eor some 
moments he did not move or raise his eyes, but little by 
little his face assumed a deatMlike rigidity, and at 
length the paper crinkled in Ms trembling fingers. 

So strong had been his faith in Ms mission, and so 
firm his conviction that God would nol allow anything 
to interfere with its fulfilment, that it v*as almost 
impossible for him to take in the truth — that liis cause 
\vas lost, that his pilgrimage was wasted, that Ms people 
could not enter Cairo, and their hope was at an end. 

Yvlien at length he raised his eyes he looked with an 
expression of blank bewilderment into Helena s face. 

“ See,” he said, in a tone of piteous helplessness, and 
lie put the letter into her reluctant hand. 

The blood rushed to Helena’s head, stars danced be- 
fore her eyes, and it v/as with difficulty that she could 
see to read. But there was little need to do so, for 
already she knew, as by a sense of doom, what tlie 
letter contained. 

In a moment the people behind the Alim grew more 
and more numerous. The mouth of the tent became 
choked with them, and their faces were blotched with 
lights and shadows from the lamp wit!ii:n They ivere 
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talking eagerly among themselves, in low tones, full of 
dread. At length one of them spoke to IshmaeL 

Is It bad news, 0 Master ? ’’ he asked, but vith the 
expressionless voice of one who knew already what the 
answer v ould be. 

Tliei^e was a moment of strained silence, and then 
Ifeliiuael turned again to Helena, and said in the same 
tone of piteous helplessness as before — 

‘'Read it to them. Let them know the worst, 0 
Rani.’’ 

Helena could find no escape. With a fearful effort 
she began to read the letter aloud. But hardly had 
she finished the first clause of it — telling Ishmael that 
his messenger and missionary had been betrayed into 
the hands of the Government by means of a message 
sent into Cairo from some one who stood near to him 
ill his oum camp — than a deep groan came from the 
people at the mouth of the tent. 

Black Zogal was there with his wild eyes, and by his 
side stood old Zewar Pasha with his suspicious looks. 

^‘Who is the traitor, O Master?” asked the old man 
in his rasping voice, and it seemed to Helena that while 
he spoke every eye, except IshmaeFs, was fixed upon 
her face. 

Then a fearful thing befell. Ishmael, the man of 
peace, v^hom none had ever seen in any mood but one 
of tenderness and love, broke into a torrent of fierce 
passion. 

'' Allah curse him whoever he is!” he cried, Curse 
him in his lying down, and in his getting up ! Curse 
him in the morning splendour, and in the still of night ! 
Curse him in the life that now is, and in the Me that is 
to come ! ” 
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Helena felt if the tent itself as well as the black 
and copper-coloured faces at the mouth of it iftere 
reeling around her. But it was not alone the terror 
of IshmaeFs curse, with its unrevealed reference to 
herself, that created her confusion. She was thinking 
of CTordon. What did his arrest impty ? Did it mean 
that he had succeeded in the perilous task he had 
undertaken ? Or did it mean that he had failed ? 

When she recovered consciousness of what was going 
on about her she heard, above a wild tumult of voices 
outside, the voice of a woman and the voice of a boy. 
She knew that the woman was Zenoba and the boy was 
Mosie. At the next moment both w^ere coming head- 
long into the tent, the one dragging the other through 
a way that had been made for them. The boy’s shaven 
black head was bare, his caftan was torn open at the 
breast, and his skin was bleeding at the neck as if 
vindictive fingers had been clutching him by the 
throat. The w^'ornan’s swarthy face was bathed in 
sweat, twitching with excitement and convulsed wi'th 
evil passions, 

‘‘ There I ” she cried. “ There he is, 0 Master, and 
if you w^ant to know who took the letter to the English 
lord, ask him.” 

‘‘ Who is he ? ” asked IshmaeL 

*‘Your Rani’s servant,” replied the Arab woman, 
with a curl of her cruel lip- He left Khartoiaia for 
Cairo a month ago and has not been seen until to*day.” 

Another deep groan came from the people at the 
tent’s mouth, and again it seemed to Helena that every 
eye, except IshmaeFs, was looking into her face. 

Meantime Mosie, thinking the groan of the people 
was meant for Mm, and that Ms life was in danger 
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from tlieir anger, bad broken away from the Ionian’s 
grasp and fiang biniself at IsbmaeFs feet, crying— 
‘"ilerey, O Master ! I kiss your feet. I take refuge 
with God and wltli you. Save me, and I mil tell you 
every tiling.” 

Isliinael, who by this time bad regained bis self- 
eommaiid, motioned to the Arab woman to stand 
back. Tlien be questioned the boy calmly, and the boy 
answered Mm in a fever of fear, gasping and sobbing 
at every word* 

My boy, you have come out of Cairo ? ” 

“ Yes, O blaster, yes.” 

You went there from Khartoum ? ” 

Yes, yes, 0 Master, yes.” 

‘‘ You took a letter to the English lord ? ” 

"" Yes, Master, a letter to the English lord.” 

Prom some one in Khartoum ? ” 

Yes, I will tell my Master everything — ^from some 
one in Khartoum.” 

What treacherous man sent you with that letter ? ” 
‘‘•No man at all, 0 blaster* You see, I am telling my 
Master ever3^thiiig.” 

Was It a woman ? ” 

^“Yes, Master, a woman. See, I kiss your feet. I 
keep nothing back from my Master.” 

Another groan came from the people at the tent’s 
mouth, and the black boy clutched at Ishmael’s white 
caftan as if to protect himself from their wrath. 
Ishmael himself had a confused sense of something 
terrible that had not yet taken shape in his mind. Pie 
looked round at Helena who was standing by the 
angerib at the back, but her head was down and her 
thoughts were far away. 
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What woman, then ? ” he asked in a sterner voice. 

‘‘No, no, I cannot tell you that/’ said the boy. 

Speak, boy. You shall be safe. I vil! protect you 
from all harm. What woman was it ? ” 

“Master, do not ask me. I dare not tell you/’ 

Listen,” said Ishmael, and his voice grew hard and 
hoarse. “ There is a traitor in my camp, and I must 
find out who it is. "WTiat treacherous woman sent you 
into Cairo vfith that letter ? ” 

The boy struggled hard. His ugly black face under 
his shaven poll was distorted by fear. He hesitated, 
began to speak, then stopped altogether. 

At that moment Helena came forward as if she had 
suddenly awakened from a dream, and i\Iosie saw her 
for the first time since he had been dragged into tlie 
tent. In another instant all fear had gone from liis 
face and his eyes were blazing with courage. 

“Tell me, I command you,” said Ishmael. 

“ No, no, I vill never teU you,” said the boy. 

Again a groan — this time a growl — came from the 
people at the tent’s mouth. 

“ Torment would make his tongue wag,” said one. 

“Beat the innocent until the guilty confess — is a 
good maxim, 0 Master,” said Zewar in his rasping 
tones. 

Black Zogal, with his wild eyes, stepped out as if to 
lay hold of the lad, but Ishmael waved him back. 

“Wait!” he said. 

He was looking at Helena again, and his face Imcl 
undergone a fearful change. 

“My boy,” he said, still keeping his eyes on Helena, 
“if you do not teH me I must give you back to the 
people.” 
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At that the boy broke into a paroxysm of hysterical 

sobs. 

11O5 my Master will not do that. But see/^ he 
said, tearing vrider his torn caftan so as to expose his 
breast, ‘^my Master himself shall kill me.” 

At the next moment Helena^s hand was on IshmaeFs 

arm. 

'‘Let the boy go ” she said. can tell you the 
rest.'* 

A gloomy chill traversed IshmaeFs heart. He had 
a sense of spiritual paralysis — as if everything in the 
world were crumbling and crashing down to impotent 
VTcck and ruin. 

His people at the tent's mouth were muttering 
among themselves. He dismissed them, sending every- 
body away, including the boy and the Arab woman. 
Most of them went oS grudgingly, ungraciously, for 
the first time reluctant to obey his will. 

Then he closed up tlie mouth of the tent, and was 
once more alone with Helena, 


CHAPTER IV 

Is spite of the dread with wLich, for more than a 
month, Helena had looked forward to the hour in 
which Ishmael should hear of Ms betrayal, she felt 
none of the terror from that cause wliich she had 
feared and expected. 

She could think of nothing but Gordon. Where 
wm he now ? Wliat were they doing to Mm ? It 
seemed to be the only possible explanation of Ms 
arrest that Ms scheme for the salvation of the people 
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had failed. Would lie be handed over to the militant 
authorities ? Would he be tried bj court-martial ? 
And what would be the punishment of his offences as 
a soldier? Sinking down on the angerlb she pressed 
her hands over her brow and over her eyes that she 
might think of this and shut out CTerything else. 

l^ieantime the mind of Ishmael was going through a 
conflict as strange and no less cruel. Although the 
plain evidences of his senses had already told him that 
he had been betrayed by the woman he loved, yet 
the dread of discovering the traitor in his own tenty 
in Ms own wife, filled Mm "^vith terror, and he tried to 
escape from it. 

Having fastened up the tent, he walked to and fro 
for some moments without speaking, and then sitting 
down by Helena’s side and taking her hand and 
smoothing it, he said, in his throbbing, quivering voice-— 

‘^Eani, we have eaten bread and salt together. Be 
faithful with me — ^what woman sent that letter ? ” 

Helena hardly heard what he was saying. She v’as 
still thinking of Gordon. ‘‘ They wiE condemn him to 
death,” she told herself. 

“Eani,” said Ishmael again, *‘we have lived under 
the same roof; you have shared with me the closest 
secrets of my soul. Tell me— w’hafc woman sent that 
letter ? ” 

Helena looked at Mm and tried to listen, but 
Gordon’s doom was ringing in her ears, and it di'omied 
all the other sounds of Hfe. 

“ Rani,” said Ishmael once more, ‘Hhough you denied 
me the rights of a husband, yet you are my vife. Our 
lives have been united not by man but by God, and in 
the presence of Him, •whose name be exalted — of Him 
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Wilt* I'cads all hearts — I abk you — what woiuaii ^ 2 :it 
(hat letter ? ” 

Helena heard luni, yet terrible as Ills question was, 
and perilous as she knew her answer must be, she felt 
]]<} fear. ‘-Fil tell liim,” she thought. “Why not? 
It docs not matter now."’ 

“ Ranif’ said Ishmael yet again, ‘‘God gives me t:i3 
light to coiiimanri you. I do command you. Wliar 
woman sent that letter ? ” 

“/ did,” said Helena, and though the words were 
^pokell in a faltering whisper they seemed to Ishmael 
like a deafening roar. 

“Allah! Allah!” he cried, leaping to his feet, for 
though he had expected that reply he reeled under it 
as under a blow. 

Helena realised what her answer meant to him, and 
again, from the bottom of her heart, she pitied Mm, 
but at the next moment her thoughts swung back to 
her own trouble. 

Bhe remembered that her father had admitted that 
tlie British army in Eg 3 q>t was always on active 
service, and she asked herself what would happen to 
Gordon if the military authorities lost their heads in 
fear of iii^nrreetion. Would they try him by Field 
General Court-Martial ? In that case would the Court 
be called instantly? Would the inquiry last only a 
few minutes ? Would the sentence be carried into 
immediate effect? 

“ 0 God, can it be possible that it is all over 
already ? ” she asked herseK. 

Meantime Ishmael, after moments of suffering which 
seemed hours of eternity, was again struggling to resist 
the cniy conclusion the facts had left to Mm. It was 
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true that the Rani had confessed to sending the let hr 
which had led to the arrest of hi'^ n.c-j-enger, h it 
Ms heart rebelled against the inference that she I-.rl 
intended to betray his cause and Ills people. Had .^he 
not cast in her own lot with llieni ? Had she not eouie 
from a distant country and a richer home to live in 
their poor house in Kliartoiim ? And had she ii 
endured the hardship of the desert Joimiejr in their 
company ? 

Like a man who has been sliip\^Teckcd in a whii’l- 
wind of darkness, he was groping blindly through tc*:::- 
pestuous waves for some means of rescue. At 
a. sort of raft of hope came to him, a helpless, impctt^’ :it 
thing, but he clung to it, and sitting down by Heleniih; 
side again, he said, in the same piteous voice Jis 
before — 

see how it has been, 0 my Rani. You did uoi 
intend to betray my people — my poor people 
sufferings you have seen, w'hose faith and hopes and 
di’eams you have shared and witnessed. It was Omar 
you were thinking of. Your heart has iievir forgiven 
Mm for taking the place you meant for your husband. 
You v'ere jealous of him for my sake, and your jealousy 
got the better of your judgment. ‘I will punish him,’ 
you thoughi.. ‘ I will make his mission of no effecL’ 
And so you sent that letter. But you did not reflect 
that ill destroying Omar you would be destroying mj 
people also. It ivas vTong, it was cruel, but it was a 
woman’s fault, and you have seen it and suffered fcr it 
ever since. Jealousy of Omar, perhaps hatred of Omar 
— that was it, was it not, 0 my Rani ? ” 

His voice was breaking as he spoke, for the pitiful 
explanation he had lighted upon was failing to bring 
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conviction to Im O'^vn mind, yet lie fixed Ms sad eyes 
eagerly on Helena’s face and repeated — 

'“Jealousy of Omar, perhaps hatred of Omar — that 
was what caused you to send that letter ? ’’ 

Helena could not speak. The pathos of his error 
V as choking her. But she replied to him with a look 
hich it required no words to interpret. 

"'■ Xo ? ” he said. Xot of Omar ? Of whom, then ? ” 
Helena could not lie. ‘‘He must know some day,” 
she thought. 

“ Of 'whom, then?” he repeated, in his helpless con- 
fusion. 

Yourself,” she replied. 

'' Allah ! Allah ! Myself ! Myself ! ” he said, in a 
breathless whisper, rising to Ms feet again and striding 
across the lent. 

At tile first moment after Helena’s confession it 
seemed to Rhmael that both sun and moon had 
feufiered eclipse and the wmrld was in total darkness. 
Why had the Rani betrayed him ? From what motive ? 
For what object? He tried to follow her thoughts, 
and found it impossible to do so. 

There W’as a short period of frightful silence, and 
then, feeling as if he w'anted to cry, he drew up before 
Helena again, and said in a husky voice, his swarthy 
face trembling and twitching — 

‘'But wily, 0 Rani? I had done you no wrong. 
From the day you came to me I did all I could for 
you— all I could to make ymur nights peaceful and 
your mornings happy. Why has your heart been so 
far away from me ? ” 

Helena felt that the time had come to tell him every- 
thing. Yet in order to do so she must begin with the 
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death of her father, and she could not speak of that 
without involving Gordon. But that is impossible;’ 
she thought, absolutely impossible.” 

Speak,” said IshmaeL When you sent your letter 
to the English lord, you must have known that you were 
dooming me to death — what had I done to deserve it ? ” 

“I cannot tell you — I cannot, I cannot,” she 
answered. 

“ It is unnecessary,” said IshmaeL 

In the moment of Helena’s silence a terrible explana- 
tion of her conduct had come to him, and he thought 
he sa-w, as by flashes of lightning, into the dark abyss 
that was at his feet. 

His manner, which had been gentle down to that 
moment, suddenly became harsh, and Ms voice, which 
had been soft, became hard. 

“When did you send that letter?” he demanded. 

She saw the stern closing of his lips, and for an 
instant she felt afraid. 

“ Was it before the meeting of the Sheikhs at wMch 
Omar was chosen ? ” 

“ Yes,” she replied. If Gordon was to be condemned 
to death, it was of no consequence what became of her. 

You told the English lord that Ishmael was coming 
to Cairo ? ” 

‘"Yes,” His deep, impenetrable eyes seemed to be 
looking through and through her. 

“ With what object and in — in what disguise 

“ Yes.” She knew she was dashing herself to destruc- 
tion, but no matter. 

“ When you sent your letter you said to yourself, 
‘Ishmael will go into Cairo, but my letter shall go 
before him.’ Yes ? ” 
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In tlie lowest depths of her soul she felt 
tint if lie kiUed her now she did not care. 

“And when Omar stepped into the place you had 
memt for me you thought, ‘The letter I wTote to 
destroy Iblmiael will destroy Omar instead’ ? ” 

'' Yes/' 

that why you tried to prevent Omar from 

“ Yes.” Tears ivcre choking her utterance. 

IWiy you were unwilling to make the kufiahf ’ 

Why you fainted in the mo««que?” 

She bowed tier head, being unable to utter another 

word, 

‘^Then,” said Ishmael, and his voice rose to a husky 
cry — then it w'as love of Omar, not haired of him, that 
iii-pircd your letter ?” 

She made no reply. Filled as she was with shame 
for what she had done to Ishmael, the image of Gordon 
was still in her mind. Even at that moment, wdien 
terrible consequences threatened her, she could not help 
tliiiiking of him. If he w’ere tried by Field General 
Coiirt-.Martial to-night he might be executed in the 
morning ! 

That thought carried her back to the Citadel. She 
on the drilling'-ground in the dead grey light of 
dawn. A regiment of soldiers was drawn up in line. 
Six of them stood out from the rest with rifles to their 
shoulders. And before them, standing alone, with his 
back to the ramparts, was one condemned but daunt- 
less man. “ My last thoughts are about you,” he was 
saying to her, and living in that cruel dream she burst 
Into tears. 
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Again Iskmael misunderstood her weeping, and again 
a wave of compassion passed over him. 

“It is possible I am wrong,” he said. “I may be 
judging you unjustly. In that case tell me so, and I 
\vill kiss your feet. I will ask your pardon.” 

She could not speak. This will end in some way,” 
she thought. 

“ In the name of Heaven, speak ! Tell mo you do 
not love this man. Tell me I am wrong,” he cried. 

“No, you are not vTong,” she said. do lovo 

him, and I am in despair. All you have said is 
true, but I cannot help it, I am a wicked woman, 
and my life by your side has been a deception from 
the first.” 

With that she burst into another flood of tears, and 
falling face downward on the angerib, she buried her 
head in the pillow. 

“Allah! jMlah!” said Ishmael, and all the blood in 
his body seemed to flush his heart. He w’as passing 
through the supreme phase of his agony — ^perhaps the 
cruellest that man can sufier — the agony of knowing 
that the woman he loved, the woman he worshipped, 
loved and worshipped another man. 

In the cloud of maddening thoughts which sprang to 
his brain he imagined he read the mystery of Helena’s 
conduct from the first. Eemcmbering that she had 
called Mm a black man, the wild deep heart in him 
rose to a fever of Jealous wrath. 

“ I see how it has been,” he said. The white mm 
came to my tent. I welcomed him, I loved him. I 
trusted him. He vras my brother, and he slept bj’' my 
side. I made him free of my harem. I put my honour 
in his hands. And hr*w did he rep^y me ? By robbing 
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mo of tiip lovo that was my love^ the heart that was 
my heart.” 

She tried to epaak, to protest, but in a toiTent of 
wracli lie bore her doTO. 

Your wliite man lias over-rcaehed himself, though* 
*I will outdo Ishmael in her eyes,’ he thought. But he 
has only fallen Into the pit that was dug for me. Let 
him perish there, and the curse of God be upon him 1 ” 

Again she tried to protest, and again in the blind 
hurricane of Ills anger he silenced her. 

“And you — it vras nothing to you that in betray- 
ing mo you were betrapng my people also — my poor 
people, who have suffered so much and foEowed me so 
faitliMIy.” 

His face uns terrible — it had the sullen glow of the 
Western fIvJ before a storm. 

“You have uTeeked my hopes in the hour of their 
fulfilment. You have made dust and ashes of the 
expectations of my people. You have uncovered my 
nakedness, and made me a thing to point the finger at 
and to scorn. You have turned my heart to stone.” 

Then the wild anguish of the Jealous man became 
united to the fierce vwath of the fanatic, and going 
nearer to tlelcna, and leaning over her, he said — 

“IVorse than that — a hundredfold ivorse — ^you have 
made the plans and promises of God of no avail. You 
have allowed the Evil One to enter into your heart, and 
to use your guilty passions to defeat the schemes of the 
Most High. Therefore,” he said, raising his quivering 
voice until it rang through the tent Eke a tortured cry — 
“therefore, as the instrument of Satan you have no 
right k) live. I say you have no right even to live. 
And I , * ^ I, who have loved you ^ „ I, whose 
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CHAPTER V 

Bei^'O left alone, Hekna» emotions were so strange, 
so bewildering, so overpowering that- sho eoiild not 
inamediateiy make out clearly what sho felt. The most 
contradictory thoughts and feelings crowded upon her* 
First came a sense of suffocating sham€% clue to 
IsiiniaeFs hideous misconception of lier relation to 
Gordon, \Yhicli put her into the position of an iinfaitii- 
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ful But would iho truili have been any better — - 

that slie was not an Indian Rani, not a Muslemab, that 
she and Cxordon had known and loved each other be- 
fore came into their lives, and that a desire to 

ptinbh liiin for coining between tliein had been the 
Iiapuhe that had taken her to Khartoum ? 

Xext came a sen'^e of her utter degradation during 
the recent scene, in which her lips had been sealed and 
she had been compelled to submit to Ishmael’s Just and 
natural vTath. 

Then eanie a sense of abject humiliation with the 
thought that Islimael had been right from the begin- 
ning and she had been vTong, and therefore she had 
merited all tliaf had come to her. he had killed 
me I could have forgiven him,*' she told herself. 

Finally (perhaps from some deep place in her Jewish 
blood) came the feeling that after all it w^as not so much 
Isliiiiael V lio had been shaming her for her treachery as 
the Almighty who had been punishing her for attempt- 
ing to take His vengeance out of His hand. “ Vengeance 
is Mine/' saith the Lord, and her impious act had 
deserved the penalty that had overtaken it. 

But against all this, opposing it, fighting it, con- 
quering it, triumphing over it, was the memory of her 
love for Gordon. I loved him, and I could not have 
acted otherwise/' she thought. 

More plainly than ever, she now saw that her love for 
Gordon had been the first cause and origin of all she 
had done. This single-hearted devotion left her nothing 
else to think about. It wiped out Ishmael and his 
troubles, and all the troubles of his people. “ I may be 
selfish and cruel, but I cannot help it," she told herself 
again and again, as she continued to lie, whore Ishmael 
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Helena's oum Imart svas beating violenily and pain- 
fully^ but she compelled herself to lie stilL ^‘It’s no 
more than I deserve/^ she thought. 

And then the Arab woman lashed her to the bone 
with reports of wiiat the people in the camp were 
saying. All that had happened might have been fore- 
seen. He wiio had tried to emancipato ivonicn liad 
been the first to sufler for it. Good w'omezi did pj ^ 
wish to be emancipated, and the bad women who kt 
their vehs fallj and meddled with the alhilrs of men, 



PROPilET 


^ 2 rilE 

I ily lo iniital:o iLe eril ways ol tlie women of 

ilie "‘Oar jaoJieis did not do it, and neither 

c’lr Y, ives,'’ srid some, Yliile others declared that 
It Cw pcttcr to have a thousand enemies outside your 
’ • fi.aa one v>Ivb ill. 

7je ramp nas utterly disorganised, utterly demoral- 
Iv" Inmead of the singing and rejoicing of an hour 
there nov/ mailing and lamentation; instead 
vi niaycr and praise there Yas cursing and swearing. 
Some of the people, in a state of panic, were saying 
i!iat the sclclicrs of the Christian government would 
*.0 311 be upon lliem; that they would be shot dead 
\.ilh bullets; that they w’ould be carried into Cairo as 
yiisfQcrs rncl cjiiciilcd in the public streets; that the 
Cli h.icns YC'dd cat ihcir flesh and suck their blood; 
ti'. tho:e i^ho ucre not slain w'ould be w’alldng 
«*i:eleloii3 end talking images, and made to worship 
the wooden cross inatead of their ov,m God, their Allah. 
As a eoR-ecyience many were packing their baggage 
liurrlcdly and tiimiiig the heads of their camels to the 
ou^li. Boats V ere being unmoored at Bedrasheen, and 
boat-loads were preparing to push off. 

DesoLhion was over the w^hole camp. The hopes 
el thw people were in the dust. Some of the 'women 
wore kneeling on the ground and throwing the sand 
over ihelr heads and faces. Some of the men were 
heaping inmlts on lAmacrs name — their former love 
and revereiico being already gone, h¥liere are the 
promises lie made us?'’ they were asking. it for 
this ihat lie brought us from our homes ? '' 

Others v;erc calling and searching for the Master. 
His tent was empty. Eo was nowhere to be seen. 
Had lie deserted them in their hour of trouble? 
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liope lliai liad sustained their souls through the toils 
of the desert mareli was dead. The myth of IshmaeFs 
divinity had already disappeared ; the Master was no 
brvir ihc Redeemer, the Mahdi, the Christ. All that 
had been a hideous illusion, a mirage of the soul, 
wil!i*aUt rea3oii or reality. 

It was terrible; it was horrible; it was almost as 
if the vhole people had died an hour ago in the 
sure and certain hope,” and then suddenly awakened 
In the world to find that there was no God, 

no heaven, no reward for the pains of this life, and 
all they had looked for and expected had been the 
shadow of a dream. 

Listening to this a,s she lay on the angerib, and 
lliinldng she was partly to blame for it, Helena 
asked herself if there was anything she could do to 
save Ishmacl and his people. ^ 

0 God, is there nothing I can do ? she thought. 

At first there came no answer to this question. Do 
what she would to fix her mind on the people's sufier- 
liigs and IslimacFs downfall, her mind swung back 
to its old subject, and once again she thought of 
C'orJen and Ills arrest. 

riiings in that regard were plainer to her now. 
Tie idea cl a Field General Court-Martial, which had 
made lier chill with fear, had been the figment of 
an over-cxcitecl brain. Whatever had happened to 
Gordon’s efforts in the interests of peace — whether 
they had failed or succeeded — his own trial would 
take the ordinary course. A military court of the 
usual kind would have to be summoned, its sentence 
would have to bo confirmed, and only the King could 
confirm it. 
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All this wouyJ lake One, and tkereforc (Ore \r'; 
no need for pan'c. Euti nieaidlnio vdiai \'as GordoiA; 
position? Hg liad been arro^^led hi rafstako 
Islamael, and consecinenlly iio vronld, c.no way cr 
aniotlier, be liable to punisliment for Islimaers of: once. 
Tbat was to saj, for tlie ofience she licacl attributed 
to Isliinaek Yet Gordon bad done no wi’ong, be bad 
intended no evil. 

Is there notliing I can do ? — nothing at ail ? she 
asked herself again. 

Suddenly a light dav.ned on her. If the Consul- 
General could be made to see what Gordon's motives 
had rerJIy been — to save England, to save Egypt, to 
save the good name of his ovm father — and if ho 
could be made to realise that Islimaers aim was not 
rebellion, and liis followers not an armed force, but 
merely a vast concourse of religious visionouries-— wliat 
then ? 

Then as a Just man, if a stern and hard one, he 
would be compelled to see that his ov/n son was not 
punished, and perhaps — who could say? — ho might 
even permit Ishmael's people to enter Cairo. 

Vague, undefined, and unconsiderod as this idea was, 
Helena leapt at it as a solutiGn of all their difficul- 
ties, and when she asked herself how she was to bring 
conviction to the Consul-Gcnerars mind, she remem- 
bered Gordon’s letters. 

Holhing could be better. Being written before tho 
event, and intended for her e^^es onljr, they must 
be convincing to anybody whatever, and absolutely 
irresistible to a father. Private ? No matter ! In- 
timate and affectionate and full of the closest secrets 
of the soul ? Kever mind ! She would share them 
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01:“^ \uio was flcsli of Gordon’s flesh, for Ms 
li^v\ :n::si be with lier, and the issue was life or 

Civ-Ci 1. 

Yf Yi3 Tv odd (p into Cairo, see the Consul-General, 
h-H hail CMrdon’is letters, and prove and explain 
f t tLiran Thus sho vdio had been the first cause 
i.iO people’s suflerings, 01 IshmaeFs downfall, and 
ol Cc:(IoiY.i» arrest, would be C 4 ordoiYs, IshmaeFs, and 
t!' 3 e peoplc“’s deliverer ! Yes, she, she, she ! 

nut wait! Had she not promised Gordon that she 
would remain in the camp, whatever happened? She 
hrjl; but that promise vra.s amiuUed by this time, 
vlYle this great errand must be precisely what she 
Imd l*cen sent there for, and by flying away now she 
would be fulfilling her destiny in a wider and deeper 
f than even Gordon himself could have conceived. 

go at once,” sho thought, and she sprang up 
from the aiigerib to carry out her purpose. 

As blio did so she saw a little ugly black face, all 
blubbered over with tears, on the^ ground beside her. 
it wrs Hosle, and ho was kissing the hem of her 
skirt and saying — 

‘‘3Icie very sorry. He not know. Will lady ever 

for live Ho he ? 

Etkuia/s heart leapt up at sight of tho boy. She 
vranlrd his help immediately, and his unexpected 
a^ipeLivmco at that moment was like an assurance 
from heaven that what she intended to do ought to 

bo done. 

Coiniorling the lad and drying his eyes, she asked 
him in breaiMess v/hispers a number of questions. 
Where was the donkey on which he had ridden 
into Iho camp? It was near by, tethered. Did he 
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kiioiv tlie way to tlio railway-station at BecE’i*! '■ .it 
He did. Could lie lead her there tlnon^h tie c>:h' 
ness? Ho could. It was now hall-pa^t nine— ';w al'I 
tiiero be a train to Caho soon ? Yes, lor the Ali 
had just gone to catch one that was to go to 
Bacrour ist ton o’clock. 

^"Tlie very thing,'' said Heieiia. y.ic 

donkey to the back of tho tent and wait tiiere until 
I come.'" 

“^Yes, yes," said the boy, now ablaze with eager- 
ness, and kissing both her bends altornaichg ho ?liA 
out on ids errand. 

Then Helena picked up a little locked handbag 
which contained Gordon’s precious letters, added her 
own letter to them, and after extinguishing the lamp 
that hung from tho pole, stepped out of the tent. 

A few minutes later, mounted on a donkey that 
W2& led by a bo}?-, a w^oman, looking like an Egyptian, 
with her black skirt drawn over the back of her 
head and closely clipped under her nose, was picking 
her way through the darkness. 

All was quiet by this time. The weeping and 
wailing had at last come to an end, and from the 
vast encampment there rose nothing but the deep, 
somnambulent moan that ascends from a great city 
when it is falling asleep. The fires were smoulder- 
ing out, and the people, such of them as remained, 
were lying, some in their tents, others outstretched 
on the sand, all weary and heart-broken in the 
misery of their dead hope, their dead dream, their 
dead faith. 

A kind of soulless silence hung in the aii\ Even 
the call of tho Mght-watchman (*'Gocl is One!”) 
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ao iiior^ to be beard. Only the braying of 
doiiIve\"c. at intervals, the ruckbng of camels, and tbe 
barking of dogs. 

There v^as no moon, but the stars were thick, and 
oi: i of them was failing. 


CHAPTEE VI 

Tmiiin-T lijs sieaM-launch, which had beon moored to 
the boat landing of the Ghezirah Palace, the Consul- 
General relumed home immediately after Gordon’s 
an’eoi. Ho did not wait to say what was to be 
done with the prisoner, or to tell his officials what 
farther steps, if any, were to be taken to prevent 
the espccied insurrection. One overwhelming event 
had wiped everything else out of his mind. His 
plans had been frustrated; he had been degraded, 
made a laiigliing-stocb, and by Gordon — ^his own 
son. 

As his launch skimmed across the river in the dark- 
ness lie could hear in the back-wash of the propeller 
the giifiaws of the diplomatic corps, and in the 
throbbing of the engine the choking laughter of the 
whole vrorld. 

His mind w^as going lilve a weaver's shuttle, and 
he was asking himself by what sinister development 
of fate this devilish surprise had been brought about. 
Ho could find no answer. In the baffling mystery 
of events only one thing seemed clear — that Gordon, 
when lie disappeared from Cairo after the affair of 
El Azhar, had not gone to America or India or 
Australia, as everybody had supposed, but straight 
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to tlic man I?liinaeF& camp, and tizat iie liad ailovvcd 
himself to be used by tliat cliaiiatan mummer to 
further Ms intrigues. Against Mo own father, too! 
Ills father, who had been thinking of him every day, 
every night, and nearly all night, and was now, by 
Ms instnimeniality, made an object of derision and 
contempt. 

‘"Fool! Fool! Fool!"' thought the Consul-General, 
and his anger against Gordon burnt in his heart like 
a fierce and consuming fire. 

On reaching the Agcnc}’ he went upstairs to his 
room and rang violently for Fatimah. Somebody 
within Ms oum household had become aware of liis 
plans and revealed them to Ms eiiemieo. He had 
little doubt of the identity of the traitor, for ho 
remembered Fatimali's unexpected appearance in the 
dining-room the night before, and her confusion and 
lame excuse w’hen the Sirdar observed her presence. 

Fatimah answered her bell cheerfully as one who 
had nothing to fear, but the moment she saw the 
Consul-GeneraFs face, with the deep folds in Ms fore- 
head and the hard and implacable lines about his 
mouth, she drop]3ed on her knees before he had 
uttered a word. 

^‘What is this you have been doing, W'oman?’’* he 
demanded, in a stem voice, whereupon Fatimah made 
no attempt at disguise. 

couldn’t help it, 0 Master/’ she said, breaking 
into tears. ‘‘I would have given him my eyes. He 
was the same as my own son, and I had sucMed him 
at my breast. Can a woman deny anything to her 
own ? ” 

The Consul-General looked dowm at her for a moment 
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in sll nee, rnrl !r > keeping lov’cr lip trembled* Tiieiij 
T illi a £< '’iiire of impatience, Ixo said — 

' CM anav to your room at once/’ and opening tlie 
door f sr li'^r lie closed and locked it \xlieii siie was gone. 

I lilt tCo inoincntary spasm of tenderness towards 
Gordon bad come to tbe Consul-General at sight 
of tlie foster-mother s love disappeared at the next 
ins i ant. The opjj excuse he could find for his son’s 
condiifi la duping his ignorant Egyptian nurse was 
that perhaps he had himself been duped. 

After the first plans had been formed in Khartoum 
and Helena’s letter had been dis|)atched, the “ fanatic- 
hypocrite ” had probably discovered that his intrigue 
had become known in Cairo. Then he had put Gordon 
into the gap, and Gordon had been so simple, so 
innocent, bo stupid as to be deceived 1 There was 
small comfort in this reading of the riddle, and the 
Consiil-Gcncrars fury and shame increased tenfold. 

*’Fool! Fool! Fool/’ ho thought, and taking from 
the mantelpiece the portrait of the boy in the Arab 
fez, ho looked at it for a moment and then flung it 
back impatiently. It fell to the floor. 

Some minutes passed in which the infuriated man 
was unconscious of his surroundings, for great anger 
wipes out time and place, and then he became aware 
that there was a knock at the door of his room. 

Who’s there ? ” he cried. 

It was Ibrahim. He had come to tell Ms Excellency 
that two reporters from Reuter’s Agency were below 
by appointment and wished to hear what Ms Excellency 
had to give them. 

Nothing. Send them aw^ay/* said the Consul- 

General. 
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A moment afterwards there was another knock at 
the door. 

^’lYho’s there now? cried the Consnl-GeneraL 

It was Ms First Secretaiw. The Adviser to the 
Mnistry of Justice had come to «ay that the Special 
Tribunal had been summoned and the Judges were 
ivaiting for fui’ther instructions. 

“Tell them, there %vili be no silting to-night/® said 
the Coiisui-GencraL 

A little later there was yet another knock at the 
door. It was the Secretary again. The Adviser to 
the Ministry of the Interior had called him up on the 
telephone to say that, according to instructions, the 
gallows had been set up in tho Square in front of tho 
Governorat, and now he wished to know 

“Tell the men to take it down again at once, and 
don’t come up again,” said the Consul-General In a 
voice that w’as hoarse with wrath and thick with 
shame. 

These interruptions had been like visilrdions of tho 
spirits of the dead to a tormented murderer, and it 
was some time before the Consul-General could bring 
his mind back to the mystery before Mm. When he 
was able to do so he asked himself how^ it had come 
to pass that if Gordon had been in Ediartoum, and if 
he had been duped into taMng IshmaeFs place, Helena 
had not informed him of the change ? Where had she 
been? Where was she now? What had become of 
her ? Could it be possible that she, too, by her love 
for Gordon, had been won over to the side of Ms 
enemies ? 

Thinking of that as a possible explanation of the 
devilish tangle of cirouiiistanco by viiioh he was sur- 
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tlic Ccn^'uI-CencraFs vrratli against Gordon 
ro-2 to a frenzy of madness. Fierce and \HId impreca- 
tions from liis mouth, such a-s had never passed 

Ills Kps before, and then, suddenly remembering that 
tiry vere direcied aga'nst Ills own flesh and blood, 
Iiii ovn son, ho cried, in the midst of his fury and 
I a -don — * 

Xo, no ! God forgive me ! Xot that 1 
Ibraiiini knocked at the door again. Tlio Grand 
Cadi had come, and begged the inestimable privilege of 
approaching his Encelleney^s honourable person. 

'bSay I can^t see liim,” said the Consul-General, and 
then sitting down on a sofa in an alcove of the room 
he tried his best to compose himself. 

In llic silence of the nest few minutes he was con- 
scious of the ticking of the telegraph tape that wm 
unrolling itself by his side, and to relieve his mind of 
the burden that oppressed it, ho stretched out his 
hand for the long while slip. 

It reported a debate on the Address to the Crovni 
at the epeninr; of a new sesCon of Parliament. Some- 
body, a rabid. in’e»pOii=^Ible RadiceJ, had proposed as 
an Airendmcnt thot the tmie had come to associate 
the people of Eg^’pt with tho government of the country 
and the Foreign Minister was making his reply. 

This much I am vailing to admit,” said the Miiister, 
‘Hhat there are two cardinal errors in the governing of 
alien races — to rule them as if they were Englishmen, 
and to repress their aspirations by blowing them out 
of the mouth of a gun.’^ 

The Consul-General rose to his feet in a new flood 
of anger. But for Gordon he would have silenced all 
such babbling. To-morrow morning was to have seen 
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Dovrning Street i:i confr'-ion, and ii tlio eoiifiagratiDii 
tliat was to liavo LUaed Leaven-In g^i cii tlic report 
of tlie Egypt ijn ccnsijtdey and liow ho had crushed It^ 
he was io liowc round himself the ^Javionr of civilisation. 

But now — vliat now? Duped by his ovm son, vJio 
had taken s‘des against him, ho was abo'it to become 
the LiuQ;hing"Stocl: of all Europe. 

'^‘Fooi! Fool! Fool!” ho cried, and in the cruel 
riot of anger and love that v\xs going on vithin him 
he felt for the first time in his life a^s if he vunted to 
burst into tears. 

Another knock came to the door. It vras Fcrahiiii 
again, to say that the Grand Cadi, vho sent his humble 
salaams, had said he would wait, and now the Sirdar 
had come and he wished to see his Excellency im- 
mediately. 

“Tell the Sirdar I can see no ono to-night,’* said the 
Consul-General. 

But his Excellency says his bu&inc'^s is urgent and 
he must cornc upstairs if your Excellency viil not crine 
clown.” 

The Consul-General reflected for a moment and llicn 
replied — 

the Sirdar I will be doum proseiitlyf^ 


CHAFTEPw YIl 

Besides the Grand Cadi with his pock-marked cheeks 
and base eyes, and the Sirdar with his ruddy face 
(suddenly grown sallow), the plump person of the Com- 
mandant of Police was waiting in the library. 

The Grand Cadi in his turbam and silk robes sat in 
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the estreme comer of tlie room, opposite to the desk ; 
the Sirdar, in liis full-dress uniform, stood squarely on 
the Iicarth-rug vdtli his back to the empty fireplace, 
and the Commandant, in his gold-braided blue, stood 

iicrr to the door. 

Xo one spoke. There a tense silence such as 
pci fades surgeon’s consulting -room immediately 

bciore a serious operation. 

When tbo Consul-C-eneral came in, still wearing his 
court-dress, it was plainty apparent to those who had 
seen him as recently as half-an-hour before that he was 
a changed man. Although perfectly self-possessed and 
as firm and implacable as ever, there was an indefinable 
something about his eyes, his mouth, and his square 
jaw which seemed to say that he had gone through a 
great struggle with liis ovti heart and conquered it — 
perhaps killed it— and that henceforth his affections 
were to be counted as dead. 

The Sirdar savr this at a glance, and thereby realised 
the measure of vrliat he had come to do. He had come 
to fight this father for his own son. 

Answering tlio salute of the Commandant, the salu- 
tation of the Sirdar, and the salaam of the Cadi with 
the eurtest bow, the old man stepped forward to Ms 
desk, and scaling himself in the revolving chair behind 
it, he said brusquely-— 

“ Well, what is the matter now ? ’’ 

‘‘Xuneham,” said the Sirdar, rvith an oblique glance 
in the direction of the Cadi, “ the Commandant and I 
wish to speak to you in private on a personal and 
urgent matter.’’ 

“ Does it concern my son ? asked the Consul-General 
sharply. 
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I do not say it concerns your son,” said tlie Sirdar, 

anoilier oblique glance at the Cadi. only say 
it is personal and urgent and therelorc ougbt to h? 
discussed in private.” 

Humph ! WeT discuss it hero. Ill have no secrets 
on that subject.'' 

^‘In that case,” said the Sirdar, ‘‘you iniist take the 
consequences.” 

“Go on, please.” 

“ In the first place, the Commandant finds bimceli in 
a predicament.” 

“What is it?” 

“ The warrant he holds is for the arrest of Ishmacl 
Ameer, but the prisoner he has taken to-night is . . . 
another person.” 

“Well?" 

“The Commandant wishes to knowwhat he is to do.” 

“ What is it his duty to do ? ” 

“That depends on circumstances, and the circum- 
stances in the present case are peculiar.” 

“State them precisely, please.” 

The Sirdar hesitated, glanced again at the Cadi, this 
time with an expression of obvious repugnance, and 
then said — 

“The peculiar circumstances in this case are, my 
dear Nuneham, that though the prisoner cannot pos- 
sibly be held under the warrant by which he was 
arrested, he is wanted by the military courts for other 
offences.” 

Therefore 

Therefore the Commandant has come with me to 
ask you whether the man he has taken to-niglit is to 
be handed over to the military authorities or—” 
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Or r^llo^ ed to go fieed’ 

JLf^ Consid-Opneral s^-ung bis cliair round until 
he came lace to face with tlio Sirdar, and said, with 
V 0.eiing biileriicts — 

'*So you bate come to me — Brtisli Agent and 
Ooiisul-Gencrai — to ask if I will connive at your 
f risoiierA estapo ! Is that it ? ’’ 

The Sirdar finelied, bit the ends of Ms moustache 
for a niomciit, and then said, with a faint tremor in 
Ms voire — 

“ Xiineli ’ll, if the prisoner is handed over to the 
autlicriiirs lie will be court-martiallecl.” 

Lei it be so,” said the Consul-General. 

snr ly as he is court-martialled Ms sentence 
will be death.” 

The old man swung Ms chair back and answered 
huskily: ‘‘If Mo offences deserve it, what matter is 
that to me ? ” 

'*Hib oiitnces,” said the Sirdar, “w’cre iiisubordina- 
tioii, refus^al to obey the orders of his General, and ” 

‘‘IsMt that enough?” asked the Consul-General, 
whereupon the Sii’dar drew himseK up and said — 

“ I plead no excuses for insubordination. I am 
myself a soldier. I tliink discipline is the backbone 
of the army. Without that everything must fall into 
chaos. But the General who exacts stem compliance 
with military discipline on the part of his ofScers has 
it for his sacred duty to see that his commands are 
just and that lie does not provoke disobedience by 
outrageous and illegal insults.” 

The old man’s face twitched visibly, but still he 
stood firm. 
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a Provoked or not provoked, your prihoner disobeyed 
the orders of Ms recognised superior — vhai mo^e is 
there to say ? ” 

Only that ho acted from a sense of right, and that 
he was right 

What ? 

I say he was right, as subseciucnt events proved, 
and if his conscience 

“•Conscience! What has a soldier lo do vdili con- 
science? My servant Ibrahim, perhaps, any fcilali, 
may have a right to exercise what he is pleased to 
call his conscience, but the first and only duty of an 
English soldier is to obey.” 

'‘Then God help England! J£ an English soldier is 
only a machine, a human gun-waggon, with no right to 
t hink about anything but his rations and his pa.y, and 
how to use his rifle, he is a butcher and a hireling, not 
a hero. No, no, some of the greatest soldiers and 
sailors have resisted authority \-vhen authority has 
been in the vTong. Nelson did it, and General Gordon 

did it, and if this one ” 

But the old man burst out again in a quivering voice — 
“ Why do you come to tell me this ^ What has it 
got to do with me ? The case before us is perfectly 
clear. By some tangle of devilish circumstances the 
%vrong man has been arrested to-night. But your 
prisoner is wanted by the military authorities for 
other offences. Very well, let him be handed over to 
them.” 

The Sirdar now saw that he had not only to fight 
the father for his own fiesh and blood, but the man 
for himself. He looked across the room to where the 
Grand Cadi sat in smug silence, vith Ms daw-like 
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hands clasped before his breast, and then, as if taking 
a. !a'-i chance, he said— 

^ raieliani, the prisoner Is your sond^ 

"^Ali the more reason why I should treat Mm as I 
sliouid treat anybody elseP 

Your only son.” 

I-Iumph ! 

If aiiyihing happens to him— if he dies before you 
—your family will come to an end when you are gone.” 

The old man trembled. The Sirdar w'as cutting 
Mm in the tenderest place— ploughing deep into his 
lifelong secret. 

‘®Yoiir name will be wiped out. You will have 
wiped it out, Xuncham.” 

The old man was shaking like a rock which vibrates 
in an earthquake. To steady his nerves he took a 
pen and held it firmly in the fingers of both hands. 

you tell the Commandant to hand him over to 
the military authorities, it will be the same in the 
court of your conscience as if you had done it. You 
will have cut off your own Zme.” 

The old man fought hard wdth himself. It was a 
fearful struggle, 

“More than that, it will be the same — it will be 
the same when you come to think of it — as if with 
that pen in your hands you had signed your own son's 
death-warrant." 

The pen dropped, as if it had been red-hot, from 
the old man's trembling fingers. Still he struggled. 

“ If my son is a guilty man, let the law deal with 
Mm as it v/ould deal with any other,” he said, but Ms 
voice shook — it could scarcely sustain itself. 

The Sirdar saw that, deep under the frozen surface^ 
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the heart of the old man was breaking tip ; he knew 
that the shot that killed Gordon would kill the Consul- 
General also ; and he felt that he was now pleading for 
the life of the father as well as of the son. 

“Ifs not as if the boy were a prodigal, a wastrel,'® 
ho said. "‘He is a gentleman, every inch of him, and 
if he lias gone "wrong, if he has acted improperly, 
it has only been from the highest impulses. He has 
sincerity and he has courage, and they are the noblest 
virtues of the soul.’® 

The old man®s head was down, but he was conscious 
that the Cadi’s cruel eyes were upon him. 

‘‘He’s a soldier, too. In some respects the finest 
young soldier in the army, v/hoever the nest may be. 
He saw Ms first fighting with me, I remember. 
It was at Omdurman. He had taken the Iviialifa’s 
flag. The Dervish who carried it had treacherously 
stabbed his comrade, and when he came up with fire 
and tears in his eyes and said, "I killed him like a 
dog, sir,’ "My God,’ I said to myself, "here is a soldier 
born.’” 

The old man was silent, but he was still conscious 
that the Cadi’s cruel eyes were upon him, watching 
him, interrogating Mm, saying, ""What will you do 
now, I wonder ? ” 

^"God has never given me a son,” continued the 
Sirdar, ""but from that day to this I have always felt 
as if that boy belonged also to myself.” 

The old man was breaking up rapidly; but still he 
would not yield. 

"" His mother loved Mm, too. Perhaps he was the 
only human thing that came between her and her 
God, She is dead, and they say the dead see all. 
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\Ylio kiiGv;':, Xuneliam ? — ske may bo waiting now to 
find out u'liat you are going to do,” 

Tlic strain wa* terrible. The tv/o old friends, oiio 
risibly moved and making no cEort to conceal his 
eznoaon, the other fighting hard with tlio dark spirits 
cl pride and “iwatli I 

The Sirdar’s mind went back to the days when tlie^r 
were young men themselves, at Sandhurst together, 
and approaching the Consul-General, he put one hand 
on his shoulder and said — 

‘‘Xuneham — John Xuneham — John — Jack — give the 
boy another chance. Let him go.” 

Then with a cry of agony and with an oath, never 
heard from his lips before, the Consul-General rose 
from Ills scat and said — 

'*Xo, no, no! You come here asking me to put my 
honour into the hands of my enemies — to leave myself 
at the mercy of any scoundrel who cares to say that 
the measure I mete out to others is not that wiiicli I 
keep for my own. You ceme, too, excusing my son’s 
ofleiiees agriiiet militcry law*, but saying nothing of 
the olhe^' crimes in wliich you have this very night 
caught him red-handed.” 

After that lie smoic the desk with his clenched fist 
and cried — 

“Xo, no, I tell you no I My son is a traitor. Ho 
has joined himself to his father’s and his country’s 
enemies to destroy his father and to destroy England 
in Eg}^t, and if the punishment of a traitor is death, 
then death it must bo to him as to any other, that 
the same Justice may be dealt out to all.” 

Then to the Commandant who was still standing by 
the door he said— 
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Go, sir ! Let your prisoner be lianded over to the 
military antborities mthont one moment’s further delay.” 

It was like the breaking away of an avalanche, 
and after it there came the same awful stillness. 
ITo one spoke. The Commandant bowed and left 
the room. 

The Consul-General returned to Ms seat at the desk, 
and, digging his elbows into the blotting-pad, rested 
Ms head on his hands. The Sirdar stood sideways 
with one arm on the cliimney*piece. The Cadi sat in 
his smug silence with his claw-like hands still clasped 
in front of his breast. 

They heard the Commandant’s heavy step and 
the click of Ms spurs as he walked across the marble 
floor of the hall. They heard the front door close 
with a bang. Still no one spoke, and the silence seemed 
to be everlasting. 

Then they heard the outer bell ringing loudly. 
They heard the front door opened and then closed 
again, as if somebody had been admitted. At the next 
moment, Ibrahim, looking as if lie had just seen a 
ghost, had come, with his slippered feet, into the 
library, and w’as stammering — 

^‘11 you please, your Excellency ... if you please, 
your Ex ” 

“ Speak out, you fool — ^who is it ? ” said the Consul- 
General. 

"‘It is ... it is Mss . . . Miss Helena, your 
Excellency.” 

The Consul-General’s face contracted for an instant 
as if he were trying to recover the plrin sense of wiiere 
he was and what was going on. Then he rose and 
went cut of the room, Ibrahim following him. 
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The Sirdar and the Grand Cadi were left together. 
They did not speak nor exchange a sign. The Sirdar 
felt that the Cadi’s presence had contributed to the 
late painful scene — that it had been a silent, subtle 
devilish influence against Gordon — and he was con- 
sciriiis of an almost unconquerable desire to take the 
man by the throat and wring his neck as he would 
uTing the neck of a bird of prey. 

A quarter of an hour passed. Half-an-hour. Still 
the two men did not speak. And the Consul-General 
did not return. 


CHAPTER Vm 

Meakteib Helena, In another room, still wearing her 
mixed Eastern amd Western dress, v;as sitting by a table 
in an attitude of supplication, with her arms out- 
stretched and her hands clasped across a corner of it, 
speaking earnestly and rapidly to the Consul-General, 
who was standing with head down in front of her. 

Pale, in spite of the heat of the South and the 
sun of the desert, very nervous, flurried, and a little 
ashamed, yet with a sense of urgent necessity, she was 
telling him all that had happened since she left Cairo — 
how she had gone to Khartoum under an impulse of 
revenge that was inspired by a mistaken idea of the 
cause of her father’s death ; how, being there, she had 
been compelled to accept the position of Ishmael’s 
nominal wife or go back with her errand unfulfilled; 
how she had come to know of the base proposals of 
certain of the Ulema, and how, at length, when Ishmael 
had succumbed to the last of them, she had -wTitten 
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and dispatched her letter saying ho vras coming into 
Cairo in disguise. 

Then in her soft voice, Trhli its deep note, she toM 
of Gordon’s arrival in Khartoum; of his o\m tragic 
mistake and awful suficrings ; of his coiifC'Sion to her; 
of her confession to him ; and of how she realised her 
error, but found herself powerless to overtake or undo it. 

Finally she told the Comul-Goneral of Gordon's 
determination to take IshmaeFs place, being im|)eiicd 
to do so by the firmest conviction that Ms father \vm 
being deceived by some one in Cairo, by the certainty 
that Ishmael could not otherwise be moved from his 
fanatical purpose, and that while the consequences of 
his own arrest must be merely personal to himself, the 
result of IshmaeFs death at the hands of the authori- 
ties might be a holy war, vdiieh would put Eg}T>t in 
the right and England in the wrong, and cover his 
father’s honoured name with infamy. 

The old man listened eagerly, standing as long as lie 
could on the same spot, then walking to and fro with 
nervous and irregular steps, but stopping at intervals 
as if breathless from an overpowering sense of the 
hand of fate. 

Having finished her story, Helena produced Gordon’s 
letters from the little handbag which hung from one 
of her arms, and having kissed them^ as if the Consul- 
General had not been present, she began vith panting 
affection to read passages from them in proof of what 
she had said. 

Being a woman, she knew by instinct what to read 
first, and one by one came the passionate words which 
told of Gordon’s affection for the father whom he felt 
bound to resist. 
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'' ' lily latlier,’ slio read, “ ' is a great man wlio prob- 
ably does not need and ■^rould certainly resent my com- 
passion, but, Lord God, bow I pity Mm ! Deceived by 
false friends, alone in Ms old ago, after all he has done 
for Egypt ! ’’ 

The ok! man stopped her and said — 

'‘But how did ho know that — that I was being 
deceived ? What right had he to say so ? 

‘‘Listen/’' said Helena, and she read Gordon’s 
account of Ms visit to the Grand Cadi, when the 
‘^oily scoundrel” had called Ms father “the slave of 
power,” “the e\il-doer,” “the adventurer,” and “the 
great assassin.” 

“ Tlien why didn’t he come like a man and tell me 
MmseK ? ” asked the Consul-General. 

“ Listen again, sir,” said Helena, and she read what 
Gordon had said of his impulse to go to Ms father, in 
order to disclose the Grand Cadi’s duplicity, and then 
of the reasons restraining him, being sure that Ms 
father was aiming at a coup, and that, acting from a 
high sense of duty, the Consul-General would hand him 
over to the military authorities before the work he had 
come to do had been done. 

“ But didn’t he see what he w'as doing himself — 
aiding and abetting a conspiracy ? ” 

‘'“Listen one© more, please,” said Helena, and she 
read what Gordon had said of Ishmael’s pilgrimage — 
that while his father thought the Prophet w^as bringing up 
an armed force, he was merely leading a vast multitude 
of religious visionaries, who were expecting to establish 
in Cairo a millennium of universal faith and empire. 

“ But, even so, was it necessary to do what he did ? ” 
demanded the Consul-General. 
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"'"Listen for tlie last time, sir,” said Helena, and tlien 
in her soft, earnest, pleading voice, slie read' — 

"" " It is necessary to prevent tlio massacre wiiicli I 
know (and my father does not) would inevitably ensue ; 
necessary to save my father himself from the execra™ 
tions of the civilised world ; necessary to save Ishmael 
from the tragic consequences of his determined fanati- 
cism. ; necessary to save England ’ ’’ 

“ Give them to me,” said the Consul-General, taldng 
— almost snatching — the letters out of Helena’s hands 
in the fierce nervous tension which left him no time to 
think of courtesies. 

Then drawing a chair up to the table, and fixing Ms 
eyeglasses over his spectacles, he turned the pages one 
by one and read passages here and there. Helena 
watched him while he did so, and in the changing 
expression of the hitherto hard, immobile, implacable 
face she saw the efiect that was being produced. 

""I cannot say how hard it is to mo to be engaged 
in a secret means to frustrate my father’s plans— it 
is like fighting one’s own flesh and blood, and is not 
fair warfare. • . . 

Neither can I say what a struggle it has been to 
me as an English soldier to make up my mind to 
intercept an order of the British army — ^it is like 
playing traitor, and I can scarcely bear to think of 
it. . . , 

“ But al the same I know it is necessary. I also 
Imow God knows it is necessary, and when I tliink of 
that my heart beats wildly. , , . 

I am willing to give my life for England, whatever 
name she may know me by . . . and I am billing to 
die for these poor Egyptians, because . . « 
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Thi3 may be the la%t letter I shall im-ite to you. . . . 

‘'3Iay the great God of Heaven bless and protect 

TGu* « . •*' 

Tji 0 Coiisiil-Cieneral Tras over^'lielmed. The Graad 
Cadi’s claplicity stified him; IshmaeFs innocence of 
coiispiraej humiliated him, but his son’s heroism 
crushed him, and made him feel like a little man. 

Yet he had Just now denounced Ms son as a traitor, 
handed him over to the military authorities, and, in 
efiect, condemned him to death ! 

As the old man read Gordon’s letters Ms iron face 
seemed to decompose. Helena could not bear to look 
at him any longer, and she had to turn her face 
avmy. At length she became conscious that he had 
ceased to read, and that his great, sad, humid eyes 
were looking at her. 

So you came here to plead with me for the life of 
my boy f ” ho said, and, as well as she could for the 
tears that were choking her, she answered—* 

Yes.” 

He hesitated for a moment as if trying to summon 
courage to tell her something, and then, in a voice 
that was quite unlike his own, he said — 

‘‘ Permit me to take these letters away for a few 
minutes.” 

And rising unsteadily, he left the room* 


CHAPTER IX 

Whe¥ the Consul-General returned to the library he 
looked like a feeble old man of ninety. It wms Just 
m if twenty years of Ms life had been struck out of 
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Mm in lialf-aa-lioiir, Tlie Sirdar stepped up to him m 
alarm, saying — ■ 

“ ITliat lia.s liappencd ? 

**Eeaci these,” lie answered, handing to tho Sirdar 
the letters he carried in Ills liancl. 

The Sirdar took the letters a^icle, and standing by 
the chimney-piece he locked at them. While ho did 
so, Ills face, i^hich had hitherto been grave and pale, 
became bright and ruddy, and he uttered little sharp 
cries of joy. 

“I knew it !” lie &aid. '' Althcucrli I was at a los3 
to read the riddle of Gordon's presence at Gliezlrah I 
knew there must be some explanation. If lie had 
acted with a sense of conscience in the one case, ho 
must have done so in the other. . . . Tliaids: God! 
Splendid ! Bravo ! . . • Of course you vili stop the 
Commandant ? ” 

The Consul-General, who had returned to his seat at 
the desk, did not reply, and the Sirdar, thinking to 
anticipate Ms objection, said eagerly — 

««Wliy not? The Commandant vdll act as for him- 
self, and nobody will know that you have been con- 
sulted. , . . That is to say,’' he added, with another 
oblique glance in the direction of the Grand Cadi, 
“nobody outside tMs room, and if anybody here 
should ever whisper a w’ord about it, 111 ... Ill . * * 
well, never mind ; nobody will, nobody dare,” 

Then in the fever of Ms impatience the Sirdar pro- 
posed to call up the Commandant of Police on the 
telephone and tell him to consider his orders cancelled. 

“ Don't stir,” he said. “Pll doit. Your Secretary 
will show me the box.” 

Wlien, with a light step and a hopeful face, the 
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Sirdar had gone out of the room on this oiTand the 
Cadi began for the first time to show signs of life. He 
coughed, cicared his throat, and made other noises 
indicative of a desire to speak, but the Consul-General, 
still silting at the desk with the look of a shattered 
man, seemed to be unconscious of his presence. At 
length he said, in the hushed voice of one who was 
habitually afraid of being overheard — 

I regret . . , sincerely regret . . . that I have been 
again compelled to approach your Excellency’s honour- 
able person . . . especially at a time like this, . . . but 
a certain danger . . . personal danger . . . made me 

think that perhaps your Excellency would deign ’’ 

Before he could say any more the Sirdar had returned 
to the library, with a long face and a slow step. 

Too late ! ” ho said. ‘‘ I called up the Commandant 
at his office, and they said he had gone to the Citadel, 
Tlien I called him up there, thinking I might still be in 
time. But no, the thing was over. Gordon was under 
arrest.” 

After that, there was silence for some moments while 
the Sirdar looked again at the letters which he was still 
holding in his hands. At one moment he raised his 
eyes, and turning to the Consul-General he said — • 

‘‘ You’ll not call down the troops from Abbassiah ? ” 

And you’ll allow this man Ishmael and his visionary 
foHowers to come into Cairo if they’ve a mind to ? ” 

The Consul-General bent his head. 

“ Good I ” said the Sirdar. At all events that will 
shut the mouths of the fine birds v/ho must be getting 
ready to crow.” 

But a look of alarm came into the Grand Cadi’s eyes^ 
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such as conies into the eyes of a haiik when an eagle 
is eJiout to pounce upon it. 

^'Surely,” he said, EneeEcney does not intend 
to allow tills horde of fifty thou '.and fanatics to pour 
themselves into the capital ? 

Whereupon the Sirdar turned sharply upon the man 
and answered — 

‘"That is exactly -what his Exeelleae^a dees intend 
to do.*’ 

“ But what Is to become of me ? ** asked the Cadi. 
‘‘This is exactly the errand I came upon. Akead}’* 
the people are threatening me, and I came to ask for 
protection. I am suspected of giving information to 
his Excellency. Vull his Excellcnc}^ desert me . , . 
leave mo to the mercy of this man Ishmael, this cor- 
rupter and destroyer of the faith ? ** 

Then the Consul-General, who had sat with head 
down, the picture of despair, rose to his full height 
and faced the Grand Cadi. 

“Listen,” he said, with a flash of his old fire. “I 
give your Eminence twenty-four hours to leave Egypt. 
If the people do not disjiose of you after that time, as 
sure as there is a British Minister in Constantinople, 
I 

The look of alarm on the Cadi’s cunning face wm 
smitten into an expression of terror. Hot a word more 
did he say. One glance he gave at the letters in the 
Sirdar’s hands, and then rising, with a low bow, and 
toucliing his breast and forclicad, ho turned to leave 
the room. Meantime the Sirdar had rung the bell for 
I]}raliim, and then sieppmg to the door, he had opened 
it. The ample folds of the Cadi’s sleeves swelled as lie 
walked, and lie passed out liko a human bat. 

II. 


K 
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Being alone with the Sirdar, the Consul-Gcnerars 
mind \\mt back to Helena. 

"‘Poor child he said. ‘‘I hadn’t the heart to tell 
her what I had done. Go to her, Reg. She’s in the 
drawing-room. Give her back her letters, and tell her 
what has happened. Then take her to the Princess 
Xazimah. Poor girl ! Poor Gordon I ” 

The Sirdar made some eSort to comfort him, but it 
W’-as hard to say anything now to the man w’ho in the days 
of his strength had hated all forms of sentimentality. 
Yet the shadow’ of supernatural powers seemed to be 
over hicij for he muttered some simple, almost child- 
like words about the Almighty permitting him to fall 
because he had w’andered aw’ay from Him. 

Janet I My poor Janet!” the old man murmured, 
and his humbled head hung low. 

The Sirdar could bear no more, and he quietly left 
the library. 

As he ai)proached the drawing-room he heard voices 
within, Faiimah w’as wdth Helena, All the mother- 
heart in the Egyptian wnman had unarmed to the girl 
in her trouble, and, forgetful of the difference of class, 
they were clasped in each other’s arms. 

The Sirdar could see by the tears that were tricMing 
down Helena’s cheel^s that already she knew everything, 
but, ail the same, he told her that Gordon had been 
handed over to the military authorities. She stood the 
fire of the sad news without flinching, and a few minutes 
afterwards they were in the Sirdar’s carriage on their 
way to the Princess Naaimah’s, the black boy on his 
donkey trotting proudly behind. 

We must not lose heart, though,” said the Siidar. 
that I come to think of it, to be court-martialled 
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may bo the best t!iat can happen to liiio. K 1! 
have a good ekal lo sir for hin* t If. And \ilial ’ver the 
.sentence ina^v iv% t]jn\ ^ the Ar ty IVnini il, and tliireA 
the Seeretaiy rf Folate, and thin A the King hiiii-.elf, 
you kiiow.*^ 

Then you liiink there A IiU|>o still ? ” rIio ^‘'aid 
faintly, but hv^ixily. 

‘'‘Fill certain there .-aid the Slrdir; and as tiio 
carriage under the electric aredamps in the 

streets he could see that Kelcna’s wet eyes were 
shilling. 

After a while she asked iiherc Gordon wasimprhonedj 
and wa«s told that he vras at the Citadel, but that he 
was in officer's quarters, and that his Egyptian foster- 
brother, Haiiz xihmed, was permitted to be -with 
him. 

Then she asked if Idimael and his people would be 
permitted to come into Cairo, and uas told that they 
would, and that they might encamp in El Azhar if 
tlic}^ cared to, Ishmael being nothing to the Sirdar 
but an inoilensive dreamer with a disordered brain. 

Helena's lovely face looked almost happy. She was 
thinking of the light that was expected to shine at 
midnight from the minaret of the mosque of Mohammed 
Ali, and was telling herself that as soon as she reached 
the house of the Princess she w^ould cah up Hafiz at 
the Citadel and see what could bo done* 

Meantime Fatimah, w'ho had gone to the Consul- 
General’s bedroom to see that everything was in order, 
had felt something crunching under her feet, and 
picking it up, she found that it was the portrait of 
Gordon as a boy in his Arab fez. With many sighs she 
was putting the pieces aside w^hon the old mm entered 
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the room. He did not seem to see her, and tliongli she 
lingered some little while, he did not speak. 

Sitting on the sofa, he rested liis head on liis hands 
and looked fixedly at the carpet between Ms feet. 
Half-an-honr passed — an hour — two hours — but he did 
not move. At intervals the telegraphic machine, wiiicii 
stood in an alcove of the room, ticked for a time emd 
then slopped. The debate on the Amendment to the 
xkldress was still going on, but that did not matter 
now. Nothing mattered except one thing — that he, 
he himself, had sent his own son to his death, thus 
cutting off his line, ending his family, and destroying 
the one hope and lodestar of his life. 

Ah vrell ! It’s all over ! ” he thought, and at length, 
switching off the lights, he went to bed. 

While the groat Proconsul slept his restless, troubled 
sleep the telegTaphic machine ticked out in the darkness 
on the long slip of white paper that rolled on to the 
floor the future history of Egj^t, and, in some sense, 
of the world. 

Far awa37 in London the Foreign Minister was 
speaking, 

I am one of those who tMnk,” he was saying, “ that 
just as religious leaders, Popes as well as Mahdis, may 
go to wreck under the mental malady which permits 
them to believe they are the mouthpieces of the 
Almighty, so statesmen may bo destroyed by the 
seeds of dissolution w^hich power, especially absolute 
power, carries vithin itself. 

Holding this opinion, I also hold that to place one 
person in sole charge of millions of people of a different 
race, creed, and mode of thought, Is to put a load on 
nup man’s shoulders which no man, whatever Ms power 
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and inllueiicey Iiis inte^rritj'^ and tlic noljilily ct hi^ 
principle.^ oiiglit to be called upon to bear.'* 

But tlio lieavydidded house on the Xi!e was a&lcep* 
The Consul-General did not hear. 


CHAPTER X 

Wiie:^ Ishrii3X‘l left Helena's tent he did not retuTn 
to Ills own. In the torment of his foul he sought (lie 
solitude of the desert. For two hours he walked on the 
sand without knowing where he was going. The night 
was dark, save for an innumerable army of stars, an 
eastern night, still and fragrant, but the unhappy 
man was wandering in it like a creature accursed, a 
prey to the most terrible upheaval of the soul, the 
most bitter and sorrowful reflections. 

His first thoughts were about Helena — that all the 
sweetness, all tlio loveliness uhicli had been lus joy 
by day and his dream by night belonged not to him, 
but to another. 

“ I am nothing to her,” ho told liimseK, and greater 
grief than he felt at that thought seemed to surpass 
the bounds of possibility. 

But there was w'orse behind. At the next moment 
of his anguish he remembered that not only did 
Helena not love him, but he w^as repulsive to her. 
‘^Don^t you see you are hateful and odious to me 
— that you are a black man, and I am a w%ite 
woman 1 ” 

This wm more than heartrending — it was physically 
excruciating, like poison creeping under the skin. 
But it had its spiritual torture also. He who had 
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built Ills life on. the belief that the sons and daughters 
of men vrero all children of one Father, had found 
out ill a moment, in the twinkling of an eye, within 
his o;rn camp, in his own tent, that Nature gave 
the lie to Iiis faith, and iliat he — ^lio himself — was 
only p 1 a lilaoh mrai to the wiiito woman whom he 
calk'd III:, wif^. 

“i lliorghi that where love wns there could be 
neither race nor colour, but I was wnong, quite WTong,'"' 
he told himself again, and it seemed as if everything 
that had built up his soul was crumbling aw^ay. 

But even worse than aU this wms the thought that 
Helena had betrayed him — she wiio had seemed to 
sacrifice so much. Pitiful delusion ! Cruel snare ! 

li was maddening to think of the merely human 
side of his betrayal — that between the guilty -wife 
and her lover he was only the husband wiio had to 
be got rid of — but the spiritual aspect ivas still more 
terrible. He who had allowed himself to believe that 
he was specially guided by God, that the Merciful 
had made him His messenger, had been deceived and 
duped, and was no more than a poor, weak, helpless 
man, who had been led away by his love for a wnman. 

The shame of liis betrayal was stifling, the sense 
of his dowmfall was crushing, but stiH more painful 
was the consciousness of the penalty wiiicli his people 
would have to pay for the pride and blind love w^hich 
had misled him. They had followed him across the 
desert, suffering all the pains of the long and toil- 
some journey, buoyed up by the hopes with which 
he had inspired them; they had trusted and loved 
^nd looked up to him, hardly distinguishing between 
his word and the word of God, and now— their leader 
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was deceived, tlieir hopes were dead, the mirage of 
their dreams had dir*appeared* 

Tiiiiiking of this in the agonj of his despair, lie 
asked himself why God had permitted ii to coiiio to 
pass that not himself onl,y, but the body of 

liis people should suffer. Why, O God, why ? ” he 
cried, lifting up his arms to the shy. 

For some nionients a cloud passed between liiiii 
and the faith which had so long susteined him. He 
began to deplore his lofty mission, and to remember 
with regret his earlier days in Khartoum with the 
simple girl who loved him and lay on the angerib 
in Ms arms. He had been humble then — content to 
be a man; and recalling one by one the touching 
memories of liis life with Adila — in their prison, 
brightened by rays of love, in tlicir poor desert home, 
illuminated more than a palace by the expectation 
of the child that was to come — liis heart failed Mm, 
and he wanted to curse the destiny which had led 
him to a greatness wherein all was vain. 

The wild insurrection in his soul had left him no 
time to think which course he was taking, but wander- 
ing across the Sakkara desert he had by this time 
come to the foot of the Sphinx. 

Calm, immovable, tremendous, the great scarred 
face was gazing in passionless meditation Into the 
luminous starlight, asking, as it had asked through 
the long 35'esterday of the past, as it wdll continue 
to ask through the long to-morrow of the future, 
the everlasting question, the question of humanity, 
the question of all suffering souls — 

«Why?’^ 

Why shordd mi^n aim Mglicr than he can reach ? 
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Why should he give up the Joys of humanity for 
divine dreams that can never be realised ? Why 
should lie be a victim to the devilish powers, within 
and without, which arc always waiting to betray and 
destroy him? Why should God forsake Mm Just 
when he is striving to serve Him best ? 

‘^411ah! AHah! Wliy? Why T* he cried. 

But his higher nature speedily regained its supre- 
macy. It came to him as a flash of light in his 
darkness that the true explanation of Ms dovmfall was 
that God was punishing Mm for Ms presumption in 
allowing the idolatry of his people to carry Mm away 
from Ms first humility — to forget Ms proper place as a 
man, and to think of himself as if he w’cre a god. 

This led him to thoughts of atonement, and in a 
moment the image of death came to him — Ms own 
death — as a sacrifice. He began to see v/hat he had 
now to do. He had to take all that had happened 
upon himself. He had to call Ms people together 
and to say, “ I lied to you ! I -was a false prophet ! 
I deceived myself, and in deceiving myself I deceived 
jmu also! The wonderful world I promised you — 
the Eedeemer I foretold — all, all is vainr* 

And then — what then? What of himself — the be- 
trayed, the betrayer? After he had parted from 
the people with their broken hearts, he would deliver 
himself up to the authorities. He had done no wrong 
to the Government, but he had sinned against Ms 
followers, and he had sinned against God, and God 
would accept the one punishment for the other. 

Yes, ho would go into Cairo and say, ‘‘I am here 
’ — ^you w-ant me — take me I ” 

His regonerated soul saw' in Ms doath not only his 
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own salvation, but tlic ralvaticn of his people also. 
It was not dear to Iuli liow ibis \\ixs to come to 
pass, hut deatli had always been a gain to great 
cmFcr, and w--^ over all! 

Uiidw’ tills arhblme 2\sfW’a''n hd Irrrl Iweame 
alnic'^t buoyanl. He turned to go bad: to the camp, 
and as he walked he thouaht of Helena again. The 
tender love vdiieh lia>d filled his whole being for 
months could not be banished in an hour, and he 
began to tell Iiimself that perhaps after all she had 
not been to blame. Love could not be ruled by a 
rudder like a boat. The white woman could not 
help but love the white man. It was a sToman’s 
way to risk everything, to sacrifice everybody, to 
commit sin and even crime for the mem she loved 
— Iiow many good women had done so ! 

That was the temptation to vhicli the Hani had 
succumbed, and lie — yes, he also — must submit to the 
pains of it. They were hard, they were erael, they 
cut to the core, but vdth the idea of death before 
him the^^ could now be borne. 

He remembered his unbridled wrath v/lth the Rani, 
liis ferocious violence, and he felt ashamed. It was 
almost impossible to believe that he had really laid 
hands upon her and tried to strangle her. 

Ho remembered how he had left her, face down 
on the angerlb, in her misery and remorse. The 
picture in bis mind’s eje of the weeping woman in 
her tent made his heart bleed with pity. 

He must go back to her. His people might suspect 
that she was the author of their trouble, and in their 
fury they might threaten her. He must conceal her 
fault. He must take her sin upon himself. 
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I iiifol cover lier v^tli my cloak,” lio tlionglit. 

Tims thirsting vith a desire to drink the cup of 
liis degradation to the dregs, I&hmael got back to 
camp. It was full of touching sights. Instead of 
the fare of the lights and the tumult of the excited 
crowds which he had loft behind him, there were 
now only the ashes of dying fires and the melancholy 
moaiiings of the people who were sitting about them. 

He made his way first to Helena’s tent, and, stand- 
ing by the mouth of it, he called to her. 

^ “'Rani!” 

A woman who had been lying on the angerib rose 
to answer him. It was Zenoba. 

“'Alas! Your Rani has gone, O Master,” she 
said, with mock sympathy but ill-concealed tones of 
triumph. 

" Gone ? ” 

‘‘ She was afraid the people might kill her, so she 
fled away.” 

"Med away?” 

‘‘I did my best to keep her for your sake, but 
she loves herself more than you, and that’s the 
truth, 0 Master.” 

Ishmael groaned and staggered, but the woman 
showed no pity. 

"Better have contented yourself with a woman 
of your own people, who would have been true and 
faithful,” she said in a bitter whisper. 

Covered with shame, Ishmael turned away* He 
looked for Zogal. 

The black Dervish was at that moment straggling 
to sustain the people’s faith in the Master and Ms 
mission by means of a pagan superstition. 
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*^Give 2110 a unit ton bone/* lie had said, and having 
received one, lie had loohcd at it long and steadfastly 
ill order to read tlie future. 

As Islimael came up to the smouldering fire about 
vliicli Zogal and his comj>any were squatting, the 
vild-eyed Dervldi was saying — 

“It will be well! Allah will preserve His people, 
and the Master will bo saved ! Did I not tell thee the 
bone never lies ? ’’ 

Zogal/’ said Ishmael, “ sound the horn, and let 
the people be brought together.” 

The sky was dark. The i stars had gone out. It 
was not yet midnight. 


CHAPTER XI 

At the next moment the melancholy notes of the great 
horn rang out over the dark camp, and within a few 
minutes an immense multitude had gathered. 

It was a strange spectacle under the blank darkness 
of the sky. Men carrying lanterns, which cast coarse 
lights upward into their swarthy faces, were standing 
ill a surging and murmuring mass, while women, like 
shadows in the gloom, were huddling together on the 
outskirts of the crowd. 

They were IslimaeFs faithful people, all of them, 
broken-hearted believers in his spiritual mission, for 
at the shadow of disaster those who had followed him 
for personal gains alone had gone. 

Miniac! caused the people to be drawn up in a gi’eat 
square, and then, moimting a camel, he rode into the 
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midst of them* He was seen to bs in a state of great 

excitement. 

^'Brothers/’ he said, ‘^we have passed through many 
hard days together. You have shared with me your 
joys and your sorrows. I have shared with you my 
hopes raid my dreams. We are one.’® 

Touched to the heart by his voice as much as Ms 
words, the people cried — ^ 

^®llay God preserve thee ! ” 

**Nay/’ he cried, “may God punish me, for I have 
permitted myself to be deceived.” 

The people thought he was going to speak of the 
woman who was understood to have betrayed Mm, but 
he did not do so. 

“Look!” he cried, pointing towards the pyramid. 
“We stand amid the ruins of a pagan world. Where 
are the Elings and Counsellors who slept in these desolate 
places ? Gone 1 All gone ! Have not strangers from 
a far country taken away their bodies to wonder at ? 
Where is the king who built this tomb ? He thought 
himself the equal of God, yet what was he? A man, 
shaped out of a little clay! And I?” he said, “I, too, 
have been drunk with power. I have been living in 
the greatness of my own strength. I have permitted 
myself to believe that I was the messenger of God, 
and therefore God — God has brought me down. He 
has laid me in the dust. Blessed be the name of God I ” 
Only the broken ejaculations of the people answered 
him, and he went on without pausing — 

“In bringing me down He has brought doTO my 
people also. Alas for you, my brothers ! You cannot 
go into Cairo. The armed forces of the Government 
are waiting there to destroy you. Therefore turn back 
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and go liome. Forgive your leader vlio liai led you 
a'-tray. xind God pre^^crve and comfori yon ! ” 

''And you, 0 Master cried a voice tliai rose aoovo 
ilie confused voices of tlie people. 

Islimael paufaecl for a moment, and then said — 

“In times of gieat war and pestilence God lias 
accepted an atonement, and perhaps He will do so now. 
I v;ill go into Cairo and deliver myself to the Govern- 
ment. I vdll say, ‘The man you hold was arrested 
instead of mo. I am your true prisoner. Take me and 
let him — and let my poor followers — freed ” 

The anguish of the people swelled into sobs, and some 
of them, full of zeal, swore that they would never return 
to their homes without the Master, but would follow" 
him to prison and to death. 

“If you go into Cairo, so will I!” cried one, 

“ And I too ! ” cried another. 

“ And I ! “ And I ! ” “ And I ! cried others, each 

holding up his hand and stepping out as ho spoke, until 
the square in which Islimael sat on Ms camel was full 
of excited men. 

At that moment of deep emotion, w^hile great tears 
w^ere rolling down IshmaeTs cheeks and the women on 
the outskirts of the crowd ’were uttering piercing cries, 
a loud, delirious shout ^vas heard, and a man was seen 
to be crushing his way through the people. 

It was Zogal, and his wild eyes were ablaze with frenzy. 
“Wait! Wait!” he cried. “Has the Master for- 
gotten his owm message ? He says the soldiers of the 
Franks and Turks are waiting in Cairo to destroy us. 
But isMt God greater than armies ? We arc weak and 
defenceless, but does He always give His victory to the 
armed and the strong? What!’’ he cried again, “are 
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you afraid that the CliristiaiiR will kill us with bullets ? 
That they will eat our flesh and drink our blood? 
That they will make us worship the w'ooden cross ? If 
God is with us what can our enemies do ? It is not 
they who throw the javelin — ^it is God! Therefore/’ 
he cried j in a voice that had risen to a scream, ‘‘ if the 
Master is to go into Cairo we will all go with him.” 

In vain Ishmael tried to stop the man. His protests 
w'^ere drowmed in the rapturous responses of the crowd. 
People are as easily swayed to as fro ; they regain con- 
fidence as rapidly as they lose it. In a moment the 
Master wns forgotten, and only the wild-eyed Dervish 
seemed to bo heard. 

‘‘ Did not God promise us, through the mouth of His 
messenger, that w’e should go into Cairo — and will He 
break His word \ ” 

Allah ! Allah ! ” shouted the crowd. 

Did he not tell us God would send us a sign ? ” 

‘'Allah! Allah!” 

“ Shall w’^e say it will not come, and call God a liar ? ” 

“Allah! Allah!” 

“‘At the hour of midnight prayers/ he said, ‘the 
light will shine.’ ” 

“Allah! Allah! Allah!” 

“ Pray for it, lay brothers, pray for it,” cried Zogal, 
and in another moment, with the delirious strength of 
one possessed, ho had cleared a long passage through 
the people, and begun to lead a wild, barbaric Zikr, 
such as he had seen in the depths of the desert. , 

“The light! The light! Send the light, 0 Allah!” 
cried Zogal, striding up and down the long alley of 
bowing and swapng people, and tossing his sweating 
and foaming face up to the dark sky. 
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It has been truly said that everything favonrs those 
v;lio hare a special dcstinj" — tli^d they may become 
glorious a mhid their ovm vill and as if by the com- 
mand of fate. It was so with Idimael. At the very 
moment u hen Zogil on the desert was calling for the 
lielit vArch. lie believed God had promised, Hafiz, at the 
Gitadel, havm*g received the message viiich Helena had 
sent over tlie telephone from the house of the Princess 
Xazimali, was nimiing with a powerful lantern up the 
veiiiding btairway of one of the minarets of the mosque 
of Mohammed Ali. 

“ The light ! The light! Send the light, 0 Allah! ” 
cried the dervish, and at the ixcxt moment, while the 
breathless crowd about him were looking through the 
darkness towards the heights above Cairo, expecting to 
see the manifestation of God’s sign in the sky, the light 
appeared ! 

In an instant the whole camp was a scene of frantic 
rejoicing, Mon were shouting, women were lu4u-ing, 
camels and asses were being saddled, tents were being 
struck, and everybody and everything was astir. 

Oh, mysterious and divine power of destiny, that 
could make the fate of an entire nation hang on the 
accident of time and the unreasoning impulses of one 
poor demented man ! 


CHAPTER xn 

Nect day Islimael entered Cairo* News of liis coining 
bad been noised abroad, and the polce at their various 
stations had been told that beyond the necessary efforts 
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to preserve order they were not in any way to interfere 
with Ills procession, Neither Ishmael nor any of his 
people were to bo allowed to pose as martyrs. There 
was to be no rcfthlanco and no bloodshed. If possible 
tlicre was to be no scene. 

The guests at the King's Dinner had left the Ghe- 
zirah long before midnight. Such of them as were 
innocent of all participation in conspiracy (they were 
the majority) attributed the Consul-General’s strange 
outbreak to an attack of mental vertigo in an old man 
whose health had long been failing from the pressure 
of public work. Nothing was allowed to occur which 
w'ould give the incident a more serious significance. 
The bridge which had been opened was closed, and the 
guests had returned to their homes as usual. 

Ill the early hours of morning they were awakened 
by loud shoutings in the streets. Two hundred men 
from IshmaePs company had galloped ahead as heralds, 
and, flying down every thoroughfare to reassure the 
population of the nature of the vast procession that 
was coming, they were crying — 

“ Peace I Peace 1 It is Peace 1 

After that the general body of the native people, who 
had been on the tiptoe of expectation, were speeding 
along the streets. They found mounted and foot police 
stationed at various points, but no military and no 
guns. 

It was a triumphant entry. The procession came in 
by the Gizeh Bridge, and passing down the Kasr-el-Aini 
into the Place Ismailyah, it turned down the broad 
Boulevard Abul Aziz towards the heart of the city. 

The sun was rising, and the scene was a blaze of 
colour. Banners were swinging from the houses like 
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be carpeted with ilie tarboodics and turbans of tlio 
great, moving, surging ma-s'=*es o! bunianity that were 
slowly pa -'sing tinwip*'h llicm. There were brovm faces 
that were almost white from the fatigue of the long 
desert niareli, and while faces that were barnt brown 
by the tropical sun. It wns a swarming, shifting, 
variegated throng, and over oil was the dazzling 
splendour of the Eastern sunrise. 

Before the procession had gone far, it seemed as if 
the whole population cl Cairo had come out to it. 
Eternal children! There is nothing they love more 
than to look at a great spectacle except to take part 
in it, and the}?' hastened to take part in this one. 
Every window and balcony was soon full of faces ; 
every housetop was alive with movement and aflame 
with colour. People v/erc thronging the footpaths on 
either side as the pilgrims passed between. 

The wives and children of the hundred emissaries 
who left Cairo on IshmacFs errand had come out to 
look for their husbands and fathers returning home. 
Eagerly they were scanning the faces of the pilgrims, 
and loud and wild were their cries of joy when they 
recognised their own. 

Many of those who had no personal interest in 
the procession fell into line with it. A company of 
Dervishes w^alked by its side playing pipes and drums. 
Other musicians joined them %vith strange-looking 
wooden and brass instruments. Bursts of wild Arab 
music broke out from time to time and then stopped, 
leaving a sort of confused and tumultuous silence. 

Carts filled with women and children, who w’ere 
laughing and lu4u-ing by turns, jolted along by the 
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pilgrims like trondilng bundles of joy. And tlien 
there t^X're tlio pilgrims tliemselves, tlie vast con- 
course of fiiilj forty tliousand from the Soudan, from 
Assonan, from the long valley of the Nile, some on 
horses, some on camels, some on donkeys, some 
wearing their simple felt skull-caps and galabeahs, 
others in flowing robes and crimson head-dresses. 
The barbaric splendour and intoxicating arrogance 
of it all was such as the people of Cairo had never 
seen before. 

To the great body of the Cairenes the entrance of 
Islimael Ameer denoted victory. That the Government 
pennitled it indicated their defeat. The great English 
lord, who had closed Ei Azhar, thereby damming up 
the chief fountain of the Islamic faith, had been 
beaten. Either the Powers, or God Himself, had 
suppressed him and rebuked England. Pharaoh had 
fallen. The children of Allah wxre crossing their Red 
Sea. Even as Mohammed, after being expelled from 
Mecca as a rebel, had returned to it as a conqueror, 
so Ishmael, after being cast out of Cairo as the enemy 
of England, tvas coming back as England’s master 
and king. So louder and louder became their wild 
acclamations. 

Victory to Islam!” 

‘‘'El HamdiiIIi]lalil» 

“ God has willed it ! ” 

When Ishmael himself appeared the shouts of v^el- 
come -wem deafening. He had been long in coming, 
and the people had been waiting for him all along the 
line. He came at the end of the procession, and if he 
feould have escaped from it altogether he would have 
done so. 
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lii spite of all this glory, all this gri>!Fli*i':r, a deep 
ixiclancholy filled tlio soul o£ IshniaeL Ho was net 
carried a^\ay by xvliat had happened. Xotliing that 
Im-d occurred dace the night before had tcueliccl liis 
pride. When the light appeared on the minaret lie 
had not been m eeived. Ee knew that by sf)irie un- 
known turn of the wheel of chance hi^ people were 
to be allowed to enter Ceiro, but al the same his heart 
was io rt . 

The only interprotodion ho put upon llic change in 
events T^as a mystic one. God had refused his alone- 
moiit ! God had taken the leaderdiip of His people out 
of his hands ! As punishment of his veeakness in per- 
mitting liinieelf to bo betrayed, God had made him a 
mere follower of his own Ixlack servant ! Therefore his 
glory was his shame ! Kis hour of triumph was his hour 
of sorrow and disgrace ! He w’as entering Cairo under 
the frown of the face of God 1 

When the camp had been ready to move he had 
mounted his wiiite camel and ridden last, beset by 
melancholy pre-occupations. But when he came to the 
Gizeh Bridge and saw the crowds that were coming 
out to greet him, and met Zogal, who had galloped 
into the city and was galloping hack to say that the 
people of Cairo xvero preparing a triumx>h for him, ho 
made his came! kneel, and in the deep abasement of his 
sou! lie got doxvn to w^alk. 

He v'alked down the whole length of the Kasr-ei- 
Aini wuth head do\TO, like a man who was ashamed, 
shuddering visibly wiien the onlookers cheered, trembling 
w^hen they commended him to God, and almost falling 
when they saluted liim as the Deliverer and Redeemer 
of Islam and its people. 
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Altliouj^li of largo fraiiio and strong muscle, lio uarS 
a man of dslicato organisation, and the strain his soul 
u-as going through was tearing his body to pieces. At 
length, as ho approached the Place Ismailyah, where the 
crowd was dense, he stumbled and fell on one knee. 

Zogal, v:ho was behind, leapt from the ass ho was 
riding and lifted the Master in his arms, but it was 
seen that ho could not stand. There was a moment’s 
hesitation, in which tho black man seemed to ask him- 
self what he ought to do, and at the next instant he 
had thrown his white cloak over the donkey’s back 
and lifted Islimaol into the saddle. 

Meantime tho people in the streets, in the balconies, 
on the housetops, were waiting for the now prophet. 
Tliey expected to see him coming into Cairo as a 
conqueror — in a litter, perhaps, covered v/ith gold and 
fringed with jingling coins and cowries the central 
figure of a great procession such as would remind 
them of the grandeur of the Mahmal, tho holy carpet 
returning from Mecca. 

When at length he came his appearance gave a 
shock. His face was pale, his head was down, and he 
was riding on an ass ! 

But truly everything favours him who has the great 
destiny. After the spectators had recovered from their 
first shock at the sight of Ishmael, his humility touched 
their imagination. Remembering how he had left Cairo, 
and seeing how meekly he was returning to it, their 
acclamations became deafening. 

“ Praise be to God ! ” 

“ May God preserve thee ! ” 

“ May God give thcc long life ! ” 

And then some one who thought he saw in the 
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eiitraiico of Mimacl Into Cairo a reprocliiciloii of the 
most trliimpliant if the mo^t tragic incident in the 
life of the Lord of the Christians, shouted — 

^’'Sejkliia Isa! Seyidna Isa {Our Lord Jesus!) 

In a moment the name was taken up on every side, 
and resounded in |oyous accents down the streets. The 
belief of a crowd is created not by slow processes of 
reason bur hy r|uick fiashes of emotion, and instantly 
the surging mass of Eastern cliiidron had accepted the 
Idea that Ishmael Ameer was a reincarnation of that 
** divine mcm of Judoa” whom he had taught them to 
reverence, that son of Mary’’ whom the Prophet him- 
self had placed high among the children of men. 

To make the j)arallcl complete, people rushed out of 
the houses and spread their coats on the ground in 
front of him, and some, pushing their adoration to 
yet greater lengths, climbed the trees that lined the 
Boulevard and tearing away branches and boughs flung 
them before his feet. 

The Dervishes ran ahead crying the new name in 
frantic tones, while a company of grave-looking men 
w^alked on either side of Ishmael, chanting the first 
Surah: ^'Praise be to God, the Lord of all creatures,” 
and the muezzins in the minarets of the mosques (blind 
men nearly all, who could see nothing of the boiling, 
bubbling, gorgeous scene below) chanted the profession 
of faith: “There is no god but God! God is Most 
Great! God is Most Great!” hlen shouted with de- 
light, women lu-lu-ed with joy, and the thousands of 
voices that clashed through, the air soimded like bells 
ringing a Joyful peal. 

Nothing could have exceeded the savage grandeur 
of MimaeFs return to Cairo ; but Ishmael himself, the 
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wliite figure sitdng -sideways on an as>s, coniiiined 
to move along with a humbled and chastened soul 
He was a sad man. vdth. his own secret sorrow; a 
bereaved man, a betrayed man, with a heart that was 
torn and bleeding. 

When he remembered that in spite of his betrayal, 
his predictions were being fulfilled, he told himself that 
that was by God’s doing only, not by his in any way. 
IWien he heard the divine name by which the people 
gTeeted him. he felt as if he ■were being burned to the 
very marrow. He was crushed by their mistaken wor- 
ship. He knew himself now for a poor, weak, blind, 
deceived, and self-deluded man, whom the Almighty 
had smitten and brought low. Therefore he made no 
response to the frantic acclamations. Every step of 
the road as ho passed along was like a purgatorial 
procession, and his suffering w^as written in lines of firo 
on his downcast face. 

0 Father, spare me, spare me,” he prayed as the 
people shouted by his side. 

Once he made an effort to dismount, but Zogal, 
thinking the Master’s strength w^as failing, put an arm 
about him and held him in his seat. 

It took the whole morning for the procession to pass 
through the city. Unconsciously, as the blood flows back 
to the heart, it went up through the Mousky to El Azhar. 
All the gates of the University, which had been so long 
closed, were standing open. Who had opened them no 
one seemed to know. The people crowded into the 
courtyard, and in a little w'-hile the vast place was full. 
A platform had been raised at the further side, and on 
this Ishmael was placed with the chief of the Ulema 
beside him. 
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one of those accidents \^liich always attach them- 
selves to great events it cimneed that the day of IslimaeFs 
return to Cairo v;as aLo the hivt of t!ic ZdouIccl-eii-N'aby 
— the nine days of rejoicing for the birthday of the 
Prophet. Tlii-* fact quiekhv seized upon as a means 
for uniting to the beauliiiil llodem custom for attain- 
ing the holy batisfaetion ’’ the opportiiiiit}" of criebratiiig 
the victory for I*dam tvhicli Islimael Wevs lliouglit to 
have attained. Therefore tlie Sheihli Seyid-el-Bakri, 
descendant of the Prophet ^ and head of the Mo. Jem 
coiifratermties. determined to receive Ms congregations 
in E! Asiiar, where Ishmael might share in their homage. 

They came in thousands, carrying their gilded banners 
which were written over with lines from the Koran, 
ranged themselves, company after company, in half- 
circles before the dais, salaamed to those who sat on 
it, chanted words to the glory of God and His Prophet, 
and then stepped up to kiss the hands and sometimes 
the feet of their chief and his companions. 

Ishnmel tried to avoid their homage, but could not 
do so. Sleclianicaliy he uttered the usual response, 
“May God repeat upon you this feast in happiness 
and benediction,” and then fell back upon Ms own 
reflections. 

Notwithstanding the blaze and blare of the scene 
about Mm, his mind was returning to Helena. Where 
was she ? What fate had befallen her ? At length, 
unable to boar any longer the burden of his thoughts, 
and the purgatory of his position, he got up and stole 
away through the corridors at the back of the mosque. 

Wlien darkness fell, the native quarters of Cairo were 
iluminated. Lamps were hung from the poles which 
project from the minarets of the mosques. Ropes w^ere 
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swung Iroin. niinaret to minaret, and from these, also, 
lamps were suspended. In the poorer streets people 
were going about with open flares in iron grills, and in 
the better avenues rich men uorc walking behind their 
lantern-bearers. Blind beggars in the cafes were reciting 
the genealogy of the Prophet, and at the end of every 
passage other blind beggars wero crying, “=La ilaha 
illa-llah ! 

Late at night, when the vast following which Ishmael 
had brought into the city had to be housed, messengers 
ran through the streets asking for lodgings for the 
pilgrims, and people answered from their window'S and 
balconies, ril take one,” ‘‘ Pll take tv/o.” Twenty 
thousand slept in the courtyard and on the roofs of 
El Azhar ; the rest in the houses round about. 

The trust in God, w’hich had seemed to bo slain the 
night before, awoke to a new life, and when at length 
the delirious city lay down to sleep, the watchmen 
wallvcd through tlie deserted thoroughfares crying, 
“ Wahhed ! Walihed ! ” (God is One !) 

In the dead, hollow, echoing hours of early morning 
a solitary coach passed through the streets in the 
direction of the outlying stations of the railway to 
Port Said. Its blinds were down. It was empty. But 
on the box seat beside the coachman sat a nervous, 
watchful person vnth an evil face, wearing the costume 
of a footman. 

It was the Grand Cadi* He had been the supreme 
orthodox authority of the Moslem faith, sent from 
Constantinople as representative and exponent of the 
spiritual authority vested in the Sultan of Turkey as 
the Caliph of Islam, but he was stealing out of Cairo 
Eke a thief* 
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CHAPTER XIII 

A GeisUZMi Couri-Mdrtial \^as fixed for tlic following 
morning, and Helena v,aB for going to it Just as she 
was, in the mixed Eastern and Western costume which 
she had worn on the desert, but the Princes^ v, ould not 
liiar of that. She must wear the finest gown and the 
Emartost Paris iia,t that could be obtained in Cairo, in 
order that Gordon might see her at her best. 

'‘He may be a hero,” said the Princess, “but he is 
a man, too, God bless Mm, and hell wmit to see the 
woman he loves look lovely.’^ 

So the milliners and dressmakers were set to work 
immediately, and bound by endless ijicdgcs. 

“ Of course theyll promise you the stars at noonda}",’® 
said the Princess, “ but if they don't come up to the 
scratch they get no money. Keep your cat hungry 
and shell catch the rat, you know.” 

In duo time the costume was ready, and when Helena 
had put it on — a close-fitting silver-grey robe and a large 
black hat — the Princess stood ofi from her and said — 
“Well, rny moon, my sweet, my beauty, if lie doesn’t 
v/ant to live a little longer after he has seen jou in 
iliaf, he’s not fit to be alive 1 ” 

But at the last moment Helena called for a thick 
dark veil. 

‘^I’ve no right to sap away his courage,” she said; 
and the Princess, who had heard everything that Helena 
had to tell, and had sivung round to Gordon’s side 
entirely, could say no more. 

Hafiz came to take the ladies to the Citadel, and as 
he was leaving ihem at the gate to go to Gordon in his 
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quarters, Helena gave liim the letter she ha.d TOitten 
at Salvkara. 

'‘Tell him I mean all I say— every word of it ” she 

whispered. 

Tlic Coiirt-hlartial was held in one of the rooms of the 
palace of Mohammed x4ii — up a wide stone staircase 
across a bare court, through a groined archway, be- 
yond a great hail which in former days had seen vast 
assemblies, and past a door labelled Minister of War,” 
into a gorgeously decorated chamber, overlooking a 
garden with its patch of green shut in by high stone 
walls. It had once been the harem of the great Pasha. 

The room was already full when Helena and the 
Princess arrived, but places were found for them near 
the door. This position suited Helena perfectly, but 
to the Princess it was a deep disappointment, and as a 
consequence nothing pleased her. 

^‘All English and all soldiers! Hot an Egyptian 
among she said. After what he has done for 

them, too ! Ingrates I Excuse the word. That^s what 
I call them.” 

At that moment Hafiz entered, and the Princess, 
touching him on the arm, said — 

“Here, you come and sit on the other side of her 
and keep up her heart, the sweet one.” 

Hafiz did as he wm told, and as soon as he was seated 
beside Helena he whispered — 

** IVe just left Mm.” 

«IIow is he 

“Firm as a rock. He sent you a message.^* 

“What is it ? ” 

*‘*Teil her/ he said, ' 'that great love conquers 
death.' 
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At tlie next moiiimt llelona’s hand and Hatiz’iri found 
each other in a fervent clasp, and sweetheart and fosler- 
brotlicr sat to 2 ;etli<T until the end of the inquiry. 

Presently IIk^ Judges of the Court erxtcrcd and took 
their places at the table that had been prepared for 
them — one full Colonel and four Lieutenaat-Coloiieis of 
mature age, from different British regiments. 

They look all right, but white hairs are no proof of 
wsdom,"^ muttered the Princess. 

Then the accused was called, and amid breathless 
silence Gordon entered vith a firm step, attended by 
the officer who had Mm in charge. His manner was 
calm, and though his face was pale almost to pallor, his 
expression betrayed neither fear nor bravado. His 
appearanco made a deep impression, and the President 
told him to sit. At the same moment it was observed 
that the Sirdar came in by a door at the farther end of 
the room and took a seat immediately in front of him. 

The Court was then sworn and the charge was read. 
It accused the prisoner of three offences under the 
Army Act; first, that being a j)er3on subject to military 
law he had disobeyed the lawful command of a superior 
in such a way as to show a wilful disregard of authority 
(A.A. 9, 1) ; second, that he had been guilty of acts and 
conduct to the prejudice of good order and military 
discipline (A.A. 40) ; third, that he had deserted Ms 
Majesty^s service while on active service (A.A. 12, 1^). 

“ He heard it all yesterday morning,” whispered Hafiz 
to Helena, whose nervous fingers ware tightening about 
Ms own. 

The charges having been read out to the accused, he 
was called upon to plead. 
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“Are jon guilty or not guilty ? asked tlie President. 

There vv'-as a moment of breathless sTeiicej and then, 
in a measured voice vitliont a break or a tremor, 
Gordon said — 

“ I do not wish to plead ai all.” 

A subdued murmur p asso d through the rooiUj and 
Hafiz whispered again — 

He wanted to plead Guilty, and the Sirdar had all 
he could do to prevent him.” 

“Enter a plea of ‘Not guilty’ on the record,” said 
the President. 

Then addressing Gordon, the President asked if 
he was represented by counsel. Gordon shook his 
head. Did he desire to conduct his owm defence? 
Again Gordon shook his head. The President con- 
ferred for a moment with the other members of the 
Court and then said — 

“It is within the power of the Court to appoint a 
properly qualified person to act as counsel for the 
accused, and in tills case the Court desires to do 
so. Is there any olSccr here who v/islics to undertake 
the task of Defender ? 

In a moment it was plainly evident that the sym- 
pathies of Gordon's brother-officers were with him. 
Twenty men in uniform had leapt to their feet and 
wore holding up their hands. 

“ Lord God, how they love him 1 ” v/hispered Hafiz, 
and Helena had to hold down her head lest she should 
be seen to cry. 

The Defender selected was a young Captain of 
Cavalry who had brought a brilliant reputation from 
the Staff College, and in a moment he was in the 
midst of Ms duties. 
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“Does the accu-ed desire a sliort adjournment o£ 
ihe Court in order to Instruct his Defender?'' aslicd 
tlie Prcsideiii. 

Once more Gordon, uho had stood pasdvely during 
these proceedings, shook his head, and then, without 
further preliminaries, the trial began. The Prosecutor 
rose to make his oj>cning address. lie was an Arlillery 
Officer of high reputation. 

“Hell make it no worse ilian lio can help,” whis- 
pered Hafiz. 

In simple w^ords the Prosecutor stated Ms case, 
confining himself to the briefest explanation of the 
facts he was about to prove, and then he called the 
first of his witnesses. This was the Military Secre- 
tary, Captain Graham, who had been present at the 
prisoner's interview with the late General Graves. 

“ hlot a bad chap — ^hell do no more than he must,” 
whispered Hafiz. 

Replying to the Prosecutor’s questions, the Military 
Secretary said that Gordon had refused to obey ihe 
order of his superior given personally by that officer 
in the execution of his office, and that his refusal 
had been deliberate and distinct, and such as show^ed 
an intention to defy and resist authority. 

“I object," said the officer who filled the post of 
Judge xidvocate, and after he had shown that the 
latter part of the witness's answ^er w^as not evidence 
but inference which the Court alone could draw, the 
objection was allowed. 

The Defender then rose to cross-examine the first 
witness, and in a few minutes the Military Secretary 
was made to prove, first, that the prisoner had tried 
to show" his superior that the order he was giving 
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liim was contrary to liuniaaity and likoly to lead to 
an irreparable result; nest, that when executed by 
another officer, it had led to an irreparable result, hi- 
cliidiiig bloodshed and loss of life; and, finally, that 
after the order had been disobeyed by the accused 
the most inexcusable and disgi’accful and even illegal 
and unsoMieiiy insults had been infiioted ui>on Mm 
by Ms General. 

“That's true! My God, that’s true! Illegal and 
unsoldierly ! ” whispered Hafiz, forgetting to whom 
he was talking ; and Helena, in the riot of her dual 
love, for her father and for Gordon, could do nothing 
but hold down her head. 

Then the Prosecutor called Colonel Macdonald. 

“ A brute — She’ll do his dam’dest," whispered Hafiz. 

Amid scarcely suppressed murmurs Colonel Mac- 
donald, speaking with manifest bitterness, proved the 
assault upon himself, and then w^ent on to say that 
it was unprovoked, it was brutal, and it w^as conduct 
unbecoming the character of an officer and a gentle- 
man. 

“A He like that has no legs to walk on,” wffiispered 
Hafiz. 

“No, but it has wings to fiy with, though,” said 
the Princess. 

“ Hush! ” said Helena. 

Again, like a flash of light, the Judge Advocate 
had leapt up to protest against an inference which 
the Court alone w^as entitled to draw, and again 
the objection was upheld and the inference was ex- 
punged. 

Amid obvious excitement among the soldiers in 
Court, the Defender then rose to cross-examine the 
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second ^YitnGss, and in a moment Macdonald’s freckled 
face had become scarlet, as he vms compelled to 
admit that, at the instant before he assaulted, 
he had ordered the shooting of a boy (v,ho fell dead 
from the toIIs of El Admr) and was then swearing 
at the b'.r’s mother v.lio was weeping owr her son. 

“ Ah, his rase v, ill bo at the end of liis nose now,” 
ii'liirTiorecl ilic Princes's. 

Filially, the Prosecutor called the omcer who was 
temporarily commanding the x^rmy of Occupation to 
show that the accused, after disobesdng the order of his 
late General, had disappeared from Cairo and had not 
been seen since the riot at El Azliar until his capture 
two days before, 

The evidence for the prosecution being now finished, 
the Court prepared itself for the defence. There was 
a certain appearance of anxious curiosity on the faces 
of the Judges, and a tingling atmosphere of expectancy 

among the spectators. 

Then eamo a surprise. Tho young Defender, who 
had been holding a whispered conference with Gordon, 
turned to the President and said — 

«c I regret to say that the accused has decided not to 
call any witnesses in defence.’* 

But perhaps,” said the President, turning to Gordon^ 
« you wish to give evidence for yourself. Do you ? ” 

There was another moment of breathless silence, and 
then Gordon, after looking slowly round the room, in 
the direction of the place in which Helena sat with her 
head down, said calmly — 

Mo.” 

At that the murmuring among the spectators could 
hardly bo suppressed. It was now plainly evident that 
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Gordon’s brother officers were with him to a man. 
They had been counting on an explanation that would 
at least palliate his conduct if it could not excuse 
his oSencGS. The disappointment was deep, but the 
sympathy v/as still deeper. Could it be possible that 
Gordon meant to die ? 

‘‘Lift up your veil, cliild” whispered the Princess, 
but Helena shook her head. 

After the Prosecutor had summed up his evidence, 
the Defender addressed the Court for the defence. He 
pleaded extenuating circumstances, first on the ground 
that the order given to the accused, though not in 
opposition to the established customs of the army or 
the laws of England, was calculated to do irreparable 
injury and had done such injury, and next on the 
ground of outrageous provocation. 

When the Defender had finished, the President 
amiounced that his Excellency the Sirdar had volun- 
teered to give evidence in proof of the prisoner’s 
honourable record, and that the Court had decided to 
hear him. 

The Sirdar was then sworn, and in strong, affecting, 
soldierly words, he said the accused had rendered great 
services to his country ; that he had received many 
medals and distinctions ; that he was as brave a man 
as ever stood under arms, and one of the young officers 
who made an old soldier proud to belong to the British 
army. 

Thero is no company more easily moved to tears 
than a company of soldiers, and when the Sirdar sat 
down there was not a dry eye in that assembly of 
brave men. 

After a pause the President announced that the 
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Court would be closed to consider tbe finding, but ia 
order to assist the Judges in doing so it would be desir- 
able that they should know more of the conditions 
under which the accused was arrested. Therefore the 
following persons would be asked to remain : — 

His Excellency the Sirdar, 

Tlie Commandant of Police. 

Captain Hafiz Ahmed of the Egyptian Army. 

Helena, with the other spectators, w^as passing out of 
the room when the Sirdar touched her on the shoulder 
and said, haltingly — 

Have you perhaps got . . , can you trust me with, 
those letters for a little while ? ’’ 

By some impulse, hardly intelligible to herself, 
Helena had brought Gordon’s letters vdth her, and 
after a moment’s hesitation she took them out of her 
pocket and gave them to the Sirdar, saying, very 
faintly, but very sweetly — 

** Yes, I can trust them to 

Then with the Princess she went out into the great 
hall and sat there on a window-seat, while the Court 
was closed. There was a sad and solemn expression 
in her face, and seeing this, even through her dark 
veil, the officers, who were pacing to and fro, moved 
by that delicacy which is the nobler part of an English 
gentleman’s reserve — ^respect for the intimacies that 
are sacred to another person — ^merely bowed to her as 
they passed. 

The strain was great, for she knew what was going on 
behind the closed door of the Court-room. The Judges 
were tiying to find in the circumstances of Gordon’s 
arrest some excuse for Ms desertion. She could see 
the Sirdar and Hafiz struggling to show that, however 
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irregular and reprehensible from a disciplinary stand- 
point, Gordon’s had been the higher patriotism; that, 
coming back under those strange conditions and In that 
strange disguise, he had deliberately returned to die. 
And she could see the Court powerfully moved by that 
plea, yet helpless to take account of it. 

Half-an-hour passed ; an hour ; nearly two hours, 
and then a young officer came up to tell Helena that 
the Court ivas about to re-open. 

I think — I hope they intend to recommend Mm to 
mercy,” he said, blunderingly, and at the next moment 
he felt as if he would like to cut Ms tongue out. But 
Helena was unhurt. She held up her head for the first 
time that day, and, to the Princess’s surprise, when 
they re-entered the room, and the officers made way 
for her, she pushed through to the front and took a 
seat, hack to the wall, immediately before the Sirdar 
and almost face to face with Gordon. 

There was that tense atmosphere in the Court which 
always precedes a sentence, but there was also a sort 
of humid air, as if the Angel of Pity had passed through 
the place *and softened it to tears. 

Gordon was told to rise, and then the President, 
obviously afiected, proceeded to address Mm. He 
might say at once that the Judges regretted to find 
themselves unable to take account of the moral aspects 
of the case. ISFotMng but its military aspects came 
witliin their cognisance. That being so, the Court, 
notwithstanding the able and ingenious defence, could 
find no excuse for insubordination — ^the first duty of a 
soldier was to obey. In like manner they could find no 
oxcuse for a savage personal attack by an officer in 
iimform upon another officer in the exercise of Ms office 
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— it was conduct to tlie of good order and 

military discipline. Finally, tho Court eould find no 
excuse for desertion— it \'^as an act of great offence to 
tlie Hag wkicdi a soldier a', sworn to stwve. 

Under these cireuiii&tanecs/’ eontinued tiic Pre- 
sident, “the Court have no alternative but to find jcu 
guilty" of the Climes with which you liave been c liarcred, 
and tlioiigh it is within the CourUs di.'Crelioii to mitig./tc 
tlie |)oiia!ty of your offences, they have deckled, after 
anxious deliberation, remeiiiberlng the grave fact tliat 
the force in Egypt is on active service, not to exercise 
that right, but, out of regard to your high record a^; a 
soldier and the great provocation wiuch you certainly 
suffered, to content themselves with recommending you 
to mercy, thus leaving the issue to a higher authority. 
Therefore, whatever the result of that recommendation, 
it is now my duty, my very painful duty, to pronounce 
upon you, Charles George Gordon Lord, the full sentence 
prescribed by military law — death.” 

There ivas a solemn silence until the President’s last 
word was spoken, when all eyes w'ere turned tow^ards 
Gordon. 

He bore himself with absolute self-possession. There 
was a slight quivering of the eyelids, and a quick glint 
of the steel-grey eyes in the direction of the opposite 
side of the Cburt — ^nothing more. 

Then a thrilling incident occurred. Helena, whose 
head had been down, was seen to rise in her seat, and to 
raise her thick dark veil. One moment she stood there, 
back to the w^all, withher magnificent paleface ah strength 
and courage, looking steadily across at the prisoner as if 
nobody else were present in the room. Then, as quietly 
as she had risen, she sank back to her place. 
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Oh, sublime power of love ! Oh, pitiful impotence 
of w^ords ! Everybody felt the thousand inexpressible 
things which that simple act was meant to convey* 
Clordon was the first to feel them, and when his 
guard touched him on the arm he turned and went out 
with a step that rang on the marble floor — ^firm as a rock. 

As the Court broke up, one of the officers was heard 
to wliisper hoarsely — 

‘‘ She’s worthy of him — ^what more is there to say ? ” 
At the last moment the Sirdar turned to her and 
whispered — 

You must lend me these letters a little longer, my 
dear. xAnd remember -what I said before — ^there’s still 
the Secretary of State, and there’s still the King,” 


CHAPTER XIV 

The strength in Helena’s face was not belied by the 
vdll behind it. Within an hour she was at work to 
save Gordon’s life. Going to the officer who had 
acted as Judge Advocate, she learned that the sentence 
would not go to headquarters for confirmation until 
after two days. In those two days she achieved 
wonders. 

First, she approached the President of the Court 
and made sure that the recommendation to mercy 
would go to London by the same mail that carried the 
report of the proceedings. 

Next she visited the lieutenant-Coionel of every 
regiment of the Army of Occupation and secured Ms 
signature and the signatures of Ms fellow-officers to a 
petition asking for the commutation of the sentence. 
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Two dc^'^s anti j-pent in this workj and 

evwjhodj at Ablia«>iah and at the Citadel knew wliat 
tlie daiigliier of tlie late (k>nei%d wa^ doing. A woman 
is irreslfetibie to a culdier; a beantiful ^romaii in dis- 
tress h overpovrering ; all the Army in love \dtli 
Helena ; e\ ery soldier was her slave. 

Wlieii (ill the evening of tiie second day she retiimed 
to iLe iioiibe of the Princess, she found thrive Toiiiniies,” 
two in kiiaki and one in Higliland plaid, waiting for 
her ill the hall. The}' produced a tliiek packet of 
foolscap, badly disfigured by finger-prints and smell- 
ing strongly of tobacco, containing four thousand 
signatures to her ajjpeal. 

Perhaps her greatCht triunipli, however, was with 
Colonel Macdonald. 

“ I must have Ms help, too,’’ she said to the Princess, 
^whereupon her Highness put a finger to her nose 
and answered — 

If you must, my heart, you must, but remember — 
when you want a dog’s service address him as " Sir.’ ” 

She did. With a blush she told the Colonel (it was 
a dear, divine falsehood} that Gordon had said lie 
had had no personal animosity against him, and was 
sorry if at a moment of undue excitement he had be- 
haved badly. 

The curmudgeon took the apology according to his 
kind, saying that in his opinion an officer w^ho struck 
a brother-officer publicly and before his men deserved 
to be shot or drummed out of the army, but still, If 
Colonel Lord was ashamed of what he had done 

Helena’s eyes flashed with anger, but she compeled 
hersel to smile and to say — 

“ He is, I assure you he is.” And before the big 
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HigHander knew what he was doing he had bitten to 
headquarters at Helena’s dictation, to say that inas- 
much as his own quarrel with Colonel Gordon Lord had 
been composed, that count in the offence might, so far 
as he was concerned, be wiped out. 

Tlie sweet double-face told him how good and noble 
and even Christ-like this was of him, and then, march- 
ing off with the letter, said to herself, The brute I ” 

Meantime Hafiz, acting through Ms uncle the 
Chancellor, got the Ulema of El Azhar to send a message 
to the Foreign Minister saying, with many Eastern 
flourishes, that what General Graves had ordered 
Gordon to do, w’^hat his subordinate had done, was 
a deep injury to the religious susceptibilities of the 
Mohammedan people. 

Besides this, the Sirdar sent a secretary with Gordon’s 
letters, and reams of written explanations of his con- 
duct to the permanent head of the War Office, a friend 
— a firm disciplinarian but a man of strong humanity. 
Why had the prisoner refused to plead ? Because he 
did not wish to accuse his dead General. Why had he 
made no explanation of Ms desertion and of Ms conduct 
at the time of his arrest ? Because he did not wish to 
impeach Ms father. Why had he intercepted an order 
of the Army ? Because he had been inspired solely by 
a desire to prevent the tumultuous effusion of blood, 
and he had prevented it. 

Finally, as a technical point of the highest im- 
portance, could it be deemed tbat the troops in Eg 3 ?pt 
were on active service when there was no such declara- 
tion to that effect as Section 189(2) of the Army Act 
required f 

Within two days everything was done, and then 
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there was iiotliing left but to await results* Helena 
w"aiit€d to go lip to see Gordon, but she was afraid 
to do so* When sorrow is shared it is lessened, but 
suspense that is divided is increased, 

iifter five days the Sirdar began to hear from London 
and to send Ms news to Helena over Ike telephone* 
The matter was to be submitted to his l\Iaje5ty per- 
siinailj" — had she mx objection to the Kng seeing 
Ctordon’s letters ? So very intimate ? Well, what of 
tiiat ? The King was a good fellow, and there xus 
nothing in the world that touched Min so nearly as 
a beautiful woman, except a woman in love and in 
trouble. 

Then came two days of grim, unbroken silence and 
then — a burst of great news. 

In consideration of Colonel Lord’s distinguished 
record as a soldier and Ms unblemished character as 
a man ; out of regard to the obvious purity of his in- 
tentions and the undoubted fact that the order he dis- 
obeyed had led to irreparable results ; remembering“the 
great provocation he had received and not forgetting 
the valuable services rendered by his father to England 
and to Eg3;^t, the King had been graciously pleased to 
grant Mm a free pardon under the Great Seal ! 

TMs coming first as a private message from the head 
of the War Office, threw the Sirdar into an ecstasy of 
joy. He called up the Consul-General immediately, 
and repeated the glad words over the telephone, but no 
answer came back to him except the old man’s audible 
breatMng as it quivered over the wires. 

Then lie thought of Helena, but with a soldier’s 
terror of tears in the eyes of a woman, even teare of 
joy, he decided to let Hafiz carry the new^s to her. 
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Tell lier to go up to the Citadel and break the 
good tidings to Gordon/’ he said, speaking to Eg3;ptiaii 
headquarters. 

Xothlng loath, Hafiz went bounding along to the 
house of the Princess and blurted out his big message, 
expecting that it would be received with cries of 
dehght, but to his bewilderment, Helena heard it with 
fear and trembling, and, becoming -weak and womanish 
ail at once, she seemed to be about to faint. 

Hafiz, vith proper masculine simplicity, became 
alarmed at this, but the Princess began to laugh. 

What I ” she cried. “ You that have been as brave 
as a lion vith her cub while your man’s life has been in 
danger, to go mooing now — mw — ^like a cow with a sick 
calf ! ” 

Helena recovered herself after a moment, and then 
Hafiz delivered the Sirdar’s mandate, that she was to 
go up to the Citadel and break the good news to Gordon. 

But I daren’t, I daren’t,” she said, still trembhng. 

“ What ! ” cried the Princess again. “ Xot go and 
get the kisses and hugs that . . .Well, what a dunce 
I was to have that silver grey of yours made so tight 
about the waist I For two pins I would put on your 
black veil and go up myself and take all the young 
man has to give a woman.” 

Helena smiled (a watery smile) and declared she 
would go if Hafiz would go with her. Hafiz was ready, 
and in less than half-an-hour they were driving up to 
the Citadel in the Princess’s carriage with the footmen 
and saises and eunuch which her Highness, for all her 
emancipation, thought necessary to female propriety in 
pubic. 

Eveiything went well until they reached the fortress, 
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and then, going up the stone staircase to Gordon’s 
quarters, Helena began to tremble more than CTer. 

Oh ! Oil ! I daren’t ! I must go home,” she 
whispered. 

Lord, no ! not now,” said Hafiz. “ Eemember, — up 
there is some one who thinks he is going to die, while 
here are we t^Iio know he isn’t, and that life be 
doubly sweet if it’s you that takes it back to him. 
Come, sister, come ! ” 

Give me your arm, then,” said Helena, and, panting 
with emotion and perilously near to the point of tears, 
she went up, on shaking limbs, to a door at which two 
soldiers, armed to the teeth, were standing on guard. 

At that moment Gordon, in the officer’s bright room 
wiiich had been given to him as a cell, w'as leaning 
on the sill of the open windo\^' looking steadfastly 
down at some object in the white city below. During 
the past six days he had kno^^ii what was being done 
on his behalf, and the desire for life, which he had 
thought dead in him, had quickened to suspense and 
pain. 

To ease both feelings he had smoked innumerable 
cigarettes and made pretence of reading the illustrated 
papers which his brother-officers had pouz’ed in upon 
him, out of their otherwise dumb and helpless sympath^n 
But every few minutes of every day he had leaned out 
of the vindoiv to look first, with a certain pang, at the 
heavy-lidded house which contained his father ; next, 
wntli a certain sense of tears, at a green spot covered 
with c^Tpress trees which contained all that was left of 
Ills mother, and finally, with a certain yearning, at the 
trellised Eastern palace of the Princess Nazimah, which 
contained Helena. 
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TMs is wiat lie was doing at the moment when Helena 
and Hafiz were ascending the stairs, and just as he was 
asking himself for the hundredth time why Helena did 
not come to see him, he heard his guard’s grufi tones 
mingled with a woman’s mellow voice. 

A deep note among the soft ones sent all the blood 
in his body galloping to his heart, and turning round he 
saw the door of Ms room open and Helena herself on 
the threshold. 

One moment she stood there, with her sweet, care- 
worn face growing red in her passion of joy, and then 
she rushed at Mm and fell on Ms breast, throwing both 
arms about Ms neck, and crying — 

Such news, Gordon ! Oh, my Gordon, I bring you 
such good, good news ! Such news, dear I Such news, 
oh such good news ! ” 

Thus trying to tell her tidings at a breath, she told 
Mm notMng, but continued to laugh and sob and kiss, 
and say what good news she brought him. 

Yet words were needless, and before Hafiz, whose fat 
wet face was shining like a round window on an Apnl 
day, could whisper “ the Kang’s Pardon,” Gordon, like 
the true lover he was, had said, and had meant it — 

‘*But you bring me nothing so good as yourself, 
dearest — ^notMng ! ” 


CHAPTER XV 

Hislbna was with Gordon the following morning when 
one of the guard came in hurriedly and announced, 
amid gusts of breath, that the Consul-General was 
eoming upstairs. 
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Xot in't-lioiit a ecTtaia iierronsness Gordon rose to 
receive liis father, but lie met him at the door vitli 
both hands out^tretehed. The old man took one of 
them quietly, with the air of a person who “was straggling 
hard to hold Mmself in check. He took Helena's hand 
also, and when she \"ould have left the ruom ho pre- 
vented her. 

"“Xo, no/’ he said; sit down, my ciilid — resume 
your seat.” 

Ifc seemed to Gordon that his father looked whiter 
and feebler, yet even firmer of vill than ever, like a 
Hon that had been shot and was dying hard. His Hps 
were compressed as he took the chair which Gordon 
offered liim, and when he spoke his voice lyas hard and 
a little bitter. 

First, let me give you good news,” he said. 

“ Is it the Pardon ? ” aisked Gordon. 

Xo, sometliing else — perhaps, in a sense, something 
better,” said the old man. 

He had received an unofficial message from the War 
Office to say that the King, taking no half measures, 
intended to promote Gordon to the rank of Major- 
General, and appoint him to the command of the British 
Forces in Egypt, 

Helena could hardly contain her joy at this fresh 
proof of good fortune, but Gordon made no demonstra- 
tion. He watched the pained expression in the old man’s 
face, and felt sure that something else was coming. 

“ It’s a remarkable, perhaps unparaHeled instance of 
clemency,” continued the Consul-General, “ and under 
the circumstances it may be said to open up as mo- 
mentous a mission as was ever confided to a military 
commaniler.” 
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“ And yon, father ? ” asked Gordon, not without an 
effort. 

The old man laughed. A flush overspread Ms pale 
face for a moment. Then he said — 

I ? Oh, I ... I am dismissed.” 

“ Dismissed ? ” 

Gordon had gasped. Helena’s lips had parted. 

That’s what it comes to — stated in plain words 
and without diplomatic flourishes. True, I had sent 
in my resignation, but . . . the long and the short 
of it is that after a debate on the Address, and the 
carrying of an amendment, Downing Street has agreed 
that the time has come to associate the people of Egypt 
with the government of the country.” 

WeU, sir ? ” 

Well, as that is a policy against which I have always 
set my face, a policy I have considered premature, per- 
haps suicidal, the Secretary of State has cabled that, 
being unable to ask me to carry into effect a change 
that is repugnant to my principles, he is reluctantly 
compelled to accept my resignation.” 

Gordon could not speak, but again the old man tried 
to laugh. 

Of course the pill is gilded,” he continued, clasping 
his blue- veined hands in front of his breast. The 
Foreign Secretary told Parliament that my resignation 
(on the ground of age and ill health, naturally) was the 
heaviest blow that had fallen on English public life 
witMn living memory. He also said that while other 
methods might be necessary for the future, none could 
have been so good as mine in the past. And then the 
King ” 

Yes, father?” 
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A bard, liaIf~lrom*eal sinile pii.-Fecl over old maifs 
face. 

Tlie King lias been graciously pleaded to grant me 
an Earldom, and even to make me a Kiiiglil of tlie 
Garter/’ 

There a iBoment's painful rdleiice, and then tiie 
Coii«=;iil~CTeneral said — 

So I so home immediately/’ 

Immediately ? 

“ By to-niglit"s train to take the P. & 0. to-morrow/’ 
said the old man, bo^dng over liii clasped hands. 
To-morrow ? ” 

“ lYliy not ? My Secretaries can do without me, 
Wli}^ should I linger on a stage on wiiich I am no longer 
a leading actor but only a supernumerary ? Better 
make my exit with what grace I can/’ 

Under the semi-cynical tone Gordon could see his 
father’s emotion. He found it impossible to utter a 
w'ord. 

But I thought I would come up before going aw’ay 
and bring you the good news myself, though, it is almost 
like a father wiio is deposed congratulating the son wiio 
is to take his place/’ 

Don’t say that, sir,” said Gordon. 

Why shouldn’t I ? And why should I gird at my 
fortune ? It’s strange, nevertheless, how^ history re- 
peats itsel. I came to Egypt to wipe out the misrule 
of Ismail Pasha, and now, like Ismail, I leave my' son 
behind me.” 

There was a moment of strained silence and 
then — 

“ I have often w^ondered what took place at that secret 
meeting hetw'een Ismail and Teivfik, when we made 
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t!ie son EHiediye and sent the father back to Constanti- 
nople. Now I think I know.” 

The old man’s emotion was cutting deep. Gordon 
could scarcely bear to look at him. 

I vdsh you well, Gordon, and only hope these 
people may be more grateful to you than they have 
been to me. God grant it ! ” 

Gordon could not speak. 

“ I confess I have no faith in the proposed change. 
I think al such concessions are so many sops to sedi- 
tion. I also think that to have raised the masses of 
a subject race from abject misery to well-being, and 
then to allow them to fall back to their former condi- 
tion, as they surely wiU, and to become the victims 
of the worst elements among themselves, is not only 
foolish but utterly VTong and wicked.” 

The old man rose, and in the intensity of his feelings, 
began to pace to and fro. 

“They talk about the despotism of the One-Man 
rule,” he said. “What about the despotism of their 
Parliaments, their Congresses, their Eeichstags — ^the 
worst despotisms in the world. Fools ! "Why can’t 
they see that the difference between the democracy of 
Europe and America, and the government proper to 
the ancient, slavish, and slow-moving civilisation of the 
East is fundamental ? ” 

The old man’s lips stiffened and then he said — 

“ But perhaps I am only an antiquated person, behind 
the new age and the new ideas. If so, I’m satisfied. 
I belong to the number of those who have always 
thought it the duty of great nations to carry the light 
of civilisation into dark continents, and I am not sorry 
'to be left behind by the cranks who would legislate 
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fcr all men alike. Psliaw ! You might as weE tailoii-e 
for al men alike, and put clothes of the same pattern 
on all mankind.’® 

Again the old man laughed. 

It"s part and parcel of the preposterous American 
doctrine that all men are bom free and e'lual — the 
doctrine that made the United Slates enfranciiise as 
well as emancipat-e their blacks. May the results be 
no woTi^e in this ease ! ” 

There was another moment of strained silence and 
then the Consul-General said — 

“ I suppose theydi say the man Ishmael has beaten me.” 

Ho made a contemptuous but almost inaudible laugh, 
and then added, Let them — ^they’re welcome ; time 
will tell. Anyhow' I do not lament. When a man is 
old his useless life must burn itself out. That’s only 
natural. And after all, IVe seen too much of power 
to regret the loss of it.” 

Still Gordon could not speak. He w'as feeling how 
great Ms father w^as in his downfall, how brave, how 
proud, how' splendid. 

The old man w^alked to the window and looked out 
with fixed eyes. After a moment he turned back and 
said — 

“ All the same, Gordon, I am glad of what has hap- 
pened for your sake — sincerely glad* YouVe not 
always been with me, but you’ve w^on, and I do not 
grudge you your victory. Indeed,” he added, and 
here his voice trembled perceptibly, “ I am a little 
proud of it. y^, proud ! An old man cannot be in- 
different to the fact that his son has w^on the hearts 
of twelve millions of people, even though* — even though 
he himself may have lost them.” 
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Gordon's throat was hurting him and Helena’s eyes 
were Ml of tears. The old man, too, was struggling 
to control Ms voice. 

“ Yon thought Nunehamism wasn’t synonymous vhth 
patriotism. Perhaps you were right. You beheved 
3 ^ourself to be the better Englishman of the two. I don’t 
say you -were not. And it may be that in her present 
mind England wiH think that one secret withheld from 
me has been revealed to you — ^namely, that an alien 
race can only be ruled by ... by love. Yes, I’m glad 
for your sake, Gordon; and as for me — ^I leave myself 
to Time and Eate.” 

The old man’s pride in Ms son’s success was fighting 
hard vith his own humiliation. After a wMle Gordon 
recovered strength enough to ask Ms father what he 
meant to do in England. 

Who can say ? ” answered the Consul-General, 
lifting one hand with a gesture of helplessness. “I 
have spent the best years of my life in Egypt. What 
is England to me now ? Home ? No, exile.” 

He had moved to the window again, and following 
the direction of Ms eyes Gordon could see that he was 
looking towards the cypress trees wMch shaded the 
EngHsh cemetery of Cairo. 

A deep and profound silence ensued, and, feeling as 
if Ms mother’s spirit were passing through the room, 
Gordon dropped Ms head and tears leapt to his eyes. 

It was the first time father and son had been together 
mnce the tenderest link that had hound them had been 
broken, but wMle both were thinking of tMs, neither of 
them could trust Mmself to speak of it. 

Janet, your dream has come true ! How happy 
you wrould have been ! ” thought the Consul-General, 
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while Gordon, unable to unravel the intricacies of his 
emotions, was saying to himself, Mother ! My sweet 
mother ! 

The last moment came, and it was a very moving one. 
Up from some hidden depths of the old man’s oceanic 
soul there came a certain joy. In spite of all that he 
ill his blindness had done to prevent it, by the ox3eratioii 
of the inscrutable powers that had controlled his destiny, 
the great hope of his life was about to be realised. 
Gordon and Helena had been brought together, and as 
he looked at them, standing side by side when they rose 
to bid farewell to him, the man so brave and fearless, 
the girl so beautiful and superb, he thought, with a thrill 
of the heart, that, whatever might happen to liiniseif — 
old, worn-out, fallen perhaps, his life ended — yet would 
Ms Ine go on in the time to come, pure, clean, and 
strong, and the name of Nuneham be vritten Mgh in 
the Mstory of his country. 

Holding out a hand to each, he looked steadily into 
their faces for a moment, while he bade his silent good- 
bye. Not a word, not the quiver of an eyeld. It w^as 
the English gentleman coming out top in the end, firm, 
stem, heroic. 

Before Gordon and Helena seemed to be aivare of it, 
the old man was gone, and they heard the rumble of 
the wheels of Ms carriage as it passed out of the court- 
yard. 


CHAPTER XVI 

At nightfall the great Proconsul left Cairo. He knew 
that aH day long the telegrapMc agencies had been busy 
with messages from London about his resignation. He 
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also knew that after the first thunderclap of surprise 
the Egyptian population had concluded that he had 
been recalled — ^recalled in disgrace, and at the petition 
of the Kliedive to the King. 

It did not take him long to prepare for his departure. 
In the course of an hour Ibrahim was able to pack up 
the few personal effects — ^how few ! — ^which during the 
longest residence gather about the house of a servant of 
the State. 

Perhaps the acutest of his feelings on leaving Egypt 
came to him as he drove in a closed carriage out of the 
grounds of the Agency, and looked up for the last time 
at the windows of the room that used to be occupic3d 
by his wife. At that moment he felt something of the 
dumb desolation which roUs over the strongest souls 
when, after a lifetime of comradeship, the asundering 
comes and they long for the voice that is still. 

Poor Janet I He must leave aU that remained of her 
behind him under the tall cypress trees on the edge of 
the Kile. Yet no, not all, for he was carrying away 
the better part of her — ^her pure soul and saintly memory 
— ^within him. None the less, that moment of parting 
brought the old man nearer than he had ever been to 
the sense of tears in mortal things. 

The Sirdar had accompanied him, but though the 
fact of his intended departure had become known, 
having been announced in all the evening papers, there 
was nobody at the station to bid adieu to him — ^not a 
member of the Khedive’s entourage ; not one of the 
Egyptian Ministers, not even any of the Advisers and 
Under-Secretaries whom he had himself created. 

Never had there lived a more self-centred and self- 
sufficient man, but this fact cut him to the quick. He 
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liad done wliat lie believed to be bis duty in EgjTpt, and 
feeling that be was neglected and forgotten at tbe end, 
tlie ingratitude of those whom he had served went like 
poison into his soul. 

To escape from the sense of it he began to talk with 
a bitter raillery which in a weaker man would have 
expressed itself in tears, and seemed indeed to have 
tears — ^glittering, frozen tears — ^behind it. 

Do you know, my dear Reg,’’ he said, “ I feel to- 
night as if I might be another incarnation of your 
friend Pontius Pilate. Like him, I am being withdrawn, 
you see, and apparently for the same reason. And — 
who knows ? — ^perhaps like him too, I am destined to 
earn the maledictions of mankind.’' 

The Sirdar found the old man’s irony intensely affect- 
ing, and therefore he made no protest. 

^‘Well, I’m not ashamed of the comparison, if it 
means that against all forms of anarchy I have belonged 
to the party of order, though of course there will be 
some vise heads that will see the finger of Heaven in 
what has happened.” 

The strong man, with his fortunes sunk to zero, 
was defiant to the very end and last hour of calamity. 
But standing on the platform by the door of the com- 
partment that had been reserved for him, he looked 
round at length and said — ^all his irony, aE his raiUexy 
suddenly gone — 

Reg, I have given forty years of my life to those 
people and there is not one of them to see me off.” 

The Sirdar tried Ms best to cheer Mm, saying — 

England remembers, though, and if — ” but the old 
man looked into Ms face and Ms next words died on 
Ms lips. 
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Tlio engine was getting up steam, and its rliytliinie 
throb was shaking the glass roof overhead when Gordon 
and Hafiz, wearing their military greatcoats, came up 
the platform. They had carefully timed it to arrive 
at the last moment. A gleam of light came into the 
father’s face at the sight of his son. Gordon stepped 
up, Hafiz fell back, Lord Nuneham entered the 
carriage. 

‘‘Well, good-bye, old friend,” said the old man^ 
shaking hands warmly with the Sirdar. “ I may see 
you again — ^in my exile in England, you know.” 

Tiien he turned to Gordon and took his outstretched 
hand. Father and son stood face to face for the last 
time. Not a word was spoken. There was a long, 
firm, quivering hand-clasp — and that was all. At the 
next moment the train was gone. 

The Sirdar stood watching it until it disappeared, 
and then he turned to Gordon, and, thinking of the 
England the Consul-General had loved, the England he 
had held high, he said, speaking of him as if he were 
already dead — 

“ After all, my boy, your father was one of the great 
Englishmen.” 

Gordon could not answer Mm, and after a while they 
shook hands and separated. The two young soldiers 
walked back to the Citadel, through the native streets. 
The “ Nights of the Prophet ” were nearly over, and the 
illuminations were being put out. 

Hafiz talked about the Khedive — ^he had just arrived 
at Kubbeh; then about Ishmael — ^the Prophet had 
shut Mmself up in the Chancellor’s hDuse and was 
permitting nobody to see Mm. 

“ His Highness has asked Ishmael to be Imam to*- 
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morrow morning, but it is thoiiglit that lie is ill— it is 
e\^eii whispered that he is going mad,’" said Eafix. 

Gordon did not speak until they reached the foot of 
the hill. Then he said — 

I must go up and lie down. Good-night, old felow ! 
God bless you I "" 


CHAPTER XVII 

Halt’-ai^-houb earlier, Gordon’s guard, now trans- 
formed into his soldier servant, had been startled by 
the appearance of an Egyptian, wearing the fioving 
white robes of a Sheikh, and asking in almost faultless 
English for Colonel Lord. 

The Colonel has gone to the station to see his 
lordship oS to England, but I’m expecting Mm back 
presently,” said the orderly. 

‘‘ 111 wait,” said the Sheikh, and the orderly showed 
him into Gordon’s room. 

“ Looks like a bloomin’ death’s-head ! Wonder if 
he’s the bloomin’ Prophet they’re jawrin’ about ! ” 

Since coming into Cairo Ishmael had been a prey to 
thoughts that were indeed akin to madness. Perhaps 
he was seized by one of those nervous maladies in 
wHch a man no longer belongs to Mmself. Certainly he 
suffered the pangs of heart and brain wMeh come only 
to the purest and most spiritual souls in their darkest 
hours, and seem to make it literally true that their 
tortured spirits descend into hell. 

Now that Ms anxiety for Ms followers was relaxed 
and their hopes had in some measure been realised, Ms 
mind swung back to the sorrowful decay and ruin that 
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liad fallen upon lilmself. It was no* longer tlie shame 
of the prophet but the bereavement of the man that 
tormented Mm. His lacerated heart left Mm no power 
of tMnking or feeling anything but the loss of Helena. 

Again he saw her beaming eyes, her long black lashes, 
and her smiling mouth. Again he heard her voice, and 
again the sweet perfume of her presence seemed to be 
about Mm. That all this was lost to Mm for ever, that 
henceforth he had to put away from him ah the sweet- 
ness, all the beauty, all the tenderness of a woman’s life 
linked with Ms, brought Mm a paroxysm of pain in 
wMch it seemed as if Ms heart would break and die. 

He recalled the promises he had made to himself, of 
taking up the life of a man when Ms work was done. 
His work w^as done now — ^in some sort ended, at aU 
events — but the prize he had promised himself had 
been snatched away. She was gone, she who had been 
all Ms joy. An impassable gulf divided them. The 
infinite radiance of hope and love that was to have 
crowned his restless and stormy life had disappeared. 
Henceforth he must walk through the world alone. 

0 God, can it be ? ” he asked Mmself, with the 
startled agony of one who awakes from single-pillowed 
sleep and remembers that he is bereaved. 

If anything had been necessary to make his position 
intolerable, it came with the thought that all tMs was 
due to the treachery of the man he had loved and 
trusted, the man he had believed to be his friend and 
brother, the one being, besides the woman, who had 
gone to his heart of hearts. The Eani had confessed to 
Mm that she loved ‘‘ Omar,” and notwithstanding that 
all Ms life he had struggled to liberate himself from 
the prejudices of his race, yet now, in the melancholy 
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broodings of Ms Eastern brain, be could not escape from 
the conclusion that the only love possible between a 
man and the vdfe of another was guilty love. 

Wlien he thought of that both body and soul seemed 
to be afire, and he became conscious of a feeling about 
« Omar ” which he had never experienced before to- 
wards any human creature — a feeling of furious and 
inextinguishable hatred. 

He began to be afraid of MmseK, and just as a dog 
will shun its kind and Mde itself from sight when it 
feels the poison of madness working in its blood, so 
Ishmael, under the secret trouble which he dared reveal 
to none, shut Mmseli up in his sleeping-room in the old 
Chancellor’s house. 

It was a small and silent chamber at the back, over- 
looking a little paved courtyard containing a well, and 
bounded by a very high wall that shut off sight and 
sound of the city outside. Once a day an old man in 
a blue galabeah came into the court to draw water^ 
and twice a day a servant of the Sheikhs came into 
the room with food. Save for these two, and the oM 
Chancellor Mmself at intervals, Ishmael saw no one for 
nine days, and in the solitude and semi-darkness of his 
seK-imposed prison a hundred phantoms were bred in 
Ms distempered brain. 

On the second day after his retirement the Chancelor 
came to tell Mm that Ms emissary, his missionary, 
“ Omar Benani,” had been identified on Ms arrest, that 
in Ms true character as Colonel Lord he was to be 
tried by Ms fellow-officers for his supposed offences m 
a soldier at the time of the assault on El Azhar, and 
that the only sentence that could possibly be passed 
upon Mm would be death. At this news, wMoh the 
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‘CkanGellor delivered with a sad face, Ishmael felt a 
fierce but secret joy. 

God's arm is long,” he told himself. ‘‘ He allowed 
the man to escape while his aims were good, but now 
he is going to punish him for his treachery and deceit.” 

Three days afterwards the old Chancellor came again 
to say that Colonel Lord had been tried and con- 
demned to death, as everybody had foreseen and ex- 
pected, but nevertheless the S 3 rmpathy of all men was 
with him, because he was seen to have acted from the 
noblest motives, withstanding his own father for what 
he believed to be the right, and exposing himself to the 
.charge of being a bad son and a poor patriot in order 
to prevent bloodshed; that he had indeed prevented 
Woodshed by preventing a collision of the British and 
Native armies ; that it had been by his efforts that the 
pilgrimage had been able to enter Cairo in peace ; and 
that in recognition of the great sacrifice made by the 
Christian soldier for the love of humanity, the Ulema 
were joining 'with others in petitioning his Eing to 
pardon him. 

At this news a chill came over Ishmael. His heart 
grew cold as stone, and when the Chancellor was gone, 
he found himself praying — 

‘‘ Forbid it, 0 God, forbid it ! Let not Thy justice 
be taken out of Thine awful hand.” 

Four days later the old Chancellor came yet again to 
say tliat the King’s Pardon had been granted; that 
Colonel Lord was free ; that the people were rejoicing ; 
that everybody attributed the happy issue of the 
Christian’s case mainly to zealous efforts on his behalf 
of the woman who loved him, the daughter of the dead 
'<Jeneral 'whose unvise command had been the cause of 
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aU Ms trotibie ; and finally that it was expected that 
these two would soon heal their family fend by 
marriage. 

At this news IshmaeFs tortured heart was afiame and 
Ms brain was reeling. The thought that Omar ” was 
not to be punished, that he was to be honoured, that 
he was to be made happy, filled iiini with passions never 
felt before. Behind the strongest and most spiritual 
soul there lurks a wild beast that seems to be ever 
w'aiting to destroy it, and in the torment of Islimael’s 
heart the thought came to him that, as his earthly 
judges were permitting the guilty one to escape, God 
called on Mm to punish the man. 

Irresistible as the thought was, it brought a feeling 
of indescribable dread. must be going mad,’’ he 
told Mmseif, remembering how he had spent his life in 
the cause of peace. All day long he fought against a 
hatred that was now so fierce that it seemed as if death 
alone could satisfy it. His soul wrestled with it, battled 
for life against it, and at length conquered it, and he 
rose from Ms knees sa 3 nng to Mmseif — 

“ No, vengeance belongs to God 1 When did He ask 
for my hand to execute it ? ” 

But the compulsion of great passion was driving him 
on, and after dismissing the thought of Ms owm wTongs 
he began to think of the Eani’s. Where was she 
now ? What had become of her ? He dared not ask. 
Ashamed, humiliated, abased, he had become so sen™ 
sitive to pain on the subject of the woman w'hom he 
had betrothed, the woman who had betrayed Mm,, 
the woman he still loved in spite of everything,, 
that he was even afraid that some one might speak 
of her. 
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But in the light of what the Chancellor had said 
about the daughter of the General, he pictured the Rani 
as a rejected and abandoned woman. This thought 
was at first so painful that it deprived him of the free 
use of Ms faculties. He could not see an 3 ?thing plainly. 
His mind was a battlefield of confused sights, half 
liidden in clouds of smoke. That, after all the Rani 
had sacrificed for Omar ” — ^her husband, her happi- 
ness, and her honour — she should be cast aside for 
another — ^tliis w^as maddening. 

He asked liimself what he was to do. Mnd her 
and take her back ? Impossible ! Her heart wa^ gone 
from him. She would continue to love the other man, 
whatever he might do to her. That was the way of all 
women — ^Allah pity and bless them 1 

Then a flash of illumination came to him in the long 
interval of his darkness. He would liberate the Rani, 
aifid the man she loved should marry her / Ho matter 
if she belonged to another race — he should marry her I 
Ho matter if she belonged to another faith — ^he should 
marry her ! And as for himself — his sacrifice should he 
Ms revenge / 

“ Yes, that shall be my revenge,” he thought. 

This, in the wild fire of heart and brain, was the 
thought with which Ishmael had come to Gordon’s door, 
and being shown into the soldier’s room he sat for 
some time without looking about him. Then raising 
his eyes and gazing round the bare apartment, with 
its simple bed, its table, its shelves of military boots, 
its stirrups and swords and rifles, he saw on the desk 
under the lamp a large photograph in a frame. 

It was the photograph of a woman in Western 
costume, and he told himself in an instant who the 
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woman was — slie w^as the daughter of the General who 
was dead. 

He remembered that he had heard of her before, and 
that he had even spoken about her to her father when 
he came to warn the General that the order he was 
giving to Colonel Lord would lead to the injury of 
England in Egypt and the ruin of his omi happiness. 
From that day to this he had never once thought of 
the girl, but now, recalling what the old Chancellor 
had said of her devotion, her fidelity, her loyalty to the 
man she loved, he turned his eyes from her picture lest 
the sight of it should touch him vith tenderness and 
make harder the duty he had come to do. 

Ho, I will not look at it,’’ he told himself, with, the 
simplicity of a sick child. 

Trying to avoid the softening effects of the photo- 
graph under the lamp, he saw another on the table by 
his side and yet another on the wall. They were all 
pictures of the same woman, and hastily he glanced 
at them, there was something in the face of each that 
kindled a light in his memory. Was it only a part of 
his haunting torment that, in spite of the Western 
costume that obscured the woman in the photograplis, 
her brilliant, beaming eyes were the eyes of the Rani ? 

A wave of indescribable tenderness broke over him 
for a moment, an odour of perfume, an atmosphere of 
sweetness and delicacy and charm, and then, telling 
himself that all this was gone from him for ever, and 
that every woman’s face would henceforth renund Mm 
of her whom he had lost, the hatred in his heart against 
Gordon gave Mm the pain of an open wound. 

0 God, let me forget, let me forget ! ” he prayed. 

Then suddenly, wMle he was in the tempest of thmB 
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contrary emotioiis which were whirling like hot sand in 
a sandstorm about his brain, he heard a footstep on 
the stairs, followed by a voice outside the door. It 
was the voice of Colonel Lord’s soldier servant, and 
he was telling Ms master who was within — an Arab, a 
Sheikh, in wMtc robes and a turban. 

“ He’s coming ! He’s here,” thought IshmaeL 

With choking throat and throbbing heart he rose to 
his feet and stood waiting. At the next moment the 
door was throvn open and the man he had come to 
meet was in the room. 


CHAPTER XVIII 

With all Ms heart occupied by thoughts of Ms father, 
Oordoii had hardly listened to what Hafiz had been 
saving about Ishmael, but walMng up the MU and to 
the Citadel he began to tMnk of Mm and of Helena, 
and of the bond of the betrothal wMch still bound 
them together. 

Until that is broken there can be nothing between 
her and me,” he told Mmself, and tMs was the thought 
in his iMnd at the moment when he reached Ms quarters 
and Ms servant told Mm who was waiting within. 

Ishmael Ameer ! Is it you ? ” he cried, as he burst 
the door open, and stepping eagerly, cheerfully, almost 
joyfully forward, he stretched out Ms hand. 

But Ishmael drew back, and then Gordon saw that 
Ms eyes were swollen as if by sleeplessness, that Ms 
lips were white, that his cheeks were terribly pale, and 
that the expression of Ms face was shocking. 

‘‘ Why, what is tMs ? Are you il 2 ’’ he asked. 
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“ Omar Benani,” said Ishmael, you and I are alone, 
and only God is our witness. I have sometMng to say 
to you. Let us sit.’’ 

He spoke in a low, tremulous tone, rather vith Ms 
breath than with his voice, and Gordon, after looking 
at Mm for an instant, and seeing the smouldering fire 
of madness that w’as in the man’s face, threw off his 
greatcoat and sat dovm. 

There was a moment in which neither spoke, and 
then Ishmael, still speaking in a scarcely audible voice, 
said — 

“ Omar Benani, I am a son of the Beni Azra. Honour 
is our watchword. When a traveller in the Libyan 
desert, tired and weary, seeks the tent of one of my 
people, the master takes Mm in. He makes Mm free 
of all that he possesses. Sometimes he sends the 
stranger into the harem itseK that the women may 
wash his feet. He leaves Mm there to rest and to sleep. 
He puts Ms faith, Ms honour, the most precious tMng 
God has given Mm, into Ms hands. But,” said Ishmael, 
with suppressed fire flashing in Ms eyes, if the stranger 
should ever wrong that harem, if he should ever betray 
the trust reposed in Mm, no matter who he is or where 
he flies to, the master will follow him and hiU Mm ! ” 

Involuntarily, seeing the error that Ishmael had fallen 
into, Gordon rose to Ms feet, w'hereupon Ishmael, mis- 
taking the gesture, held up Ms hand. 

No,” he said, not that ! I have not come to do 
that. I put my honour in your hands, Omar Benani. 
I made you free of my family. Could I have done 
more ? You were my brother, yet you outraged the 
sacred rights of brotherhood. You tore open the secret 
chamber of my heart. You deceived me, and robbed 
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me and betrayed me, and you are a traitor. But I am 
not liere to avenge myself* Sit, sit. I will tell you 
wiiat I have come for.” 

Breathless and bewildered, Gordon sat again, and 
after another moment of silence, Ishmael, rdth the light 
of a wild sorrow in his face, said — 

Omar Benani, there is one w’ho has sacrificed every- 
thing for you. She has broken her vows for you, sinned 
for you, suffered for you. That woman is my wife, and 
by all the rights of a husband I could hold her. But her 
heart is yours, and therefore . . . therefore I intend to 
gim her -ap.” 

Involuntarily Gordon rose to his feet again, and 
again Ishmael held up his hand. 

“ But if I liberate her,” he said, “ if I divorce her, 
you must marry her. That is what I have come to 
say.” 

Utterly amazed and dumbfounded, Gordon could 
not at first find words to speak, whereupon Ishmael, 
mistaking his silence, said — 

^'You need not be afraid of scandal. My people 
know something about the letter that was sent into 
Cairo, but neither my people nor yours know anything 
of the motives that inspired it. Therefore nobody 
except ourselves will understand the reason for what 
is done.” 

He paused as if w^aiting for a reply, and then said in 
a voice that quavered with emotion — 

Can it be possible that you hesitate ? Do you 
suppose I am offering to you what I do not wish to 
keep for myseK ? I tell you that if that poor girl could 
say that her feeling for me was the same as before you 
came between us. . . * But no, that is impossible ! 
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God, who is on Mgb., looks down on wliat I am doing, 
and He knows that it is right.” 

Gordon, still speechless with astomshment, twisted 
about to the desk, which was beliind him, and stretched 
out his hand as if with the intention of taking up the 
photograph; but at that action, Ishmael, once more 
mistaking his meaning, flashed out on him in a blaze 
of passion. 

Don’t tell me you cannot do it. You must, and 
you shall 1 No matter what pledges you may have 
made — ^you shall marry her. No matter if she is of 
another race and faith — ^you shall marry her. She may 
be an outcast now, but you shall find her and save her. 
Or else,” he cried, in a thundering voice, rising to Ms 
feet, and lifting both arms above Gordon’s head with 
a terrible dignity, the justice of God shall overtake 
you, His hand shall smite you, His wrath shall hurl 
you down.” 

Seeing that all the wild blood of the man’s race ivas 
aflame, Gordon leapt up, and laying hold of IshmaeFs 
upraised arms he brought them, by a swift wrench, 
down to his sides. 

The two men were then face to face, the Arab with 
his dusky cheeks and flasHng black eyes, the English- 
man with his glittering grey eyes and lips set firm as 
steel. There was another moment of silenc© while they 
stood together so, and then Gordon, liberating IshmaeFs 
arms, said, in a commanding voice — 

** I have listened to you. Now you shall IMten to 
me. Sit down.” 

More than the strength of Gordon’s muscles, the uii- 
blanched look in his face compeUed Ishmael to obey- 
Then Gordon said — 
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‘‘Yob believe you have been deceived and ^yronged^ 
and you have been deceived and wronged, but not in 
the w'ay you think. The time has come for you to 
learn the truth — the whole truth. You shall learn it 
now. Look at this,” he said, snatching up the photo- 
graph from the desk and holding it out to IshmaeL 

Ishmael tried to push the photograph away. 

‘‘ Look at it, I say. Do you know who that is ? ” 

At the next moment Ishmael was trembling in every 
limb, and without voice, almost vnthout breath, he was 
stammering, as he held the photograph in his hand — 

‘‘ The Rani ? ” 

Yes, and no,” said Gordon. That is the daughter 
of our late General.” 

It seemed to Ishmael that Gordon had said some- 
thing, but he tried in vain to realise what it was. 

‘‘ Tell me,” he stammered, “ tell me.” 

Then, rapidly but forcibly, Gordon told him Helena’s 
story, beginning vnth the day on which Ishmael came 
to the Citadel — how she had concluded, not with- 
out reason, that he had killed her father, he being 
the last person to be seen with him alive, and how, 
finding that the law and the Government were power- 
less to punish him, she had determined to avenge her 
father’s death herself. 

Ishmael listened with mouth open, fixing on Gordon 
a bewildered eye. 

“ Was that why she came to Khartoum ? ” he asked. 

“Yes.” 

“ Why she prompted me to come into Cairo ? ” 

“Yes.” 

“ Why she wrote that letter ? 

“Yes.” 


95 



THE DAWJN 




Overwhelmed with the terrible enlightenment, Islimael 
fumbled his beads and muttered, “ Allah ! Allah ! ” 

Then Gordon told his own story — ^how he, too, acting 
under the impulse of an awful error, had fled to the 
Soudan, leaving an evil name behind him rather than 
kill his dear ones by the revelation of what he believed 
to be the truth; how, finding the pit that had been 
dug for the innocent man, he had thought it his duty as 
t/ho guilty one to step into it himself ; and how, finally, 
being appeased on that point, he had determined to 
come into Cairo in IshmaePs place in order to save 
both him from the sure consequences of his determined 
fanaticism and his father from the certain ruin that 
must follow upon the work of liars and intriguers. 

By this time Ishmael was no longer pale but pallid. 
His lips were trembling, his heart was beating audibly. 
Again without voice, almost without breath, he stam- 
mered — 

“ When you offered to take my place you knew that 
the Rani . . . Helena . . . had sent that letter ? 

Gordon bowed vdthout speaking. 

You knew, too, that you might be coming to your 
death ? ” 

Once more Gordon bowed his head. 

Coming to your death, that I . . . that I might 
five ? ” 

Gordon stood silent and motionless. 

“ Allah ! Allah ! ’’ mumbled Ishmael, who was now 
scarcely able to hear or see. 

Last of all, Gordon returned to the story of Helena, 
showing how she had suffered for the impulse of ven- 
geance that had taken possession of her ; how she had 
wanted to fly from IshmaePs camp, but bad remained 
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there ia tiie hope of helping to save Ms people, and how 
at length she Imd saved them by going to the Consul- 
General to prove that the pilgrims were not an armed 
force, and by ordering the light that had led them into 
the city. 

Islimael was deeply moved. With an effort, he said — ■ 

“ Then , . , then she was yours from the first, and 
while I hated you because I thought you had come 
between us, it was really I ... I who . « . Allah ! 
Allah I ” 

Gordon having finished, a silence ensued, and then 
Ishmael, looking at the photograph which was still in 
Ms trembling hands, said, in a pitiful voice — 

"''God sees all, and when He tears the scales from 
our eyes — what are we ? The children of one Pather 
fighting in the dark ! ” 

Then he rose to Ms feet, a broken man, and approach- 
ing Gordon, he tried to kneel to him ; but in a moment 
Gordon had prevented Mm, and was holding out Ms 
hand. 

Nervously, timidly, reluctantly, he took it, and said, 
in a voice that had almost gone — 

“ God will reward thee for tMs, my brother — ^for kiss- 
ing the hand of Mm who came to smite thy face.” 

With that he turned and staggered towards the door. 
Gordon opened it, and at the same moment called to 
Ms servant — 

‘‘ Orderly, show the Sheikh to the gate, please.” 

Yes, Colonel.” 

*‘No, I beg of you, no,” said Ishmael, and, while 
Gordon stood watcMng Mm, he went heavily down the 
stairs. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

That night at the house of the Chancellor of El Azhar 
Islimael was missing. Owing to the state of his health 
the greatest anxiety was experienced, and half the pro- 
fessors and teachers of the University were sent out 
to search. They scoured the city until morning without 
finding the slightest trace of him. Then the servant 
who had attended upon him remembered that shortly 
before his disappearance he had asked if the English 
Colonel who had lately been pardoned by his King still 
lived on the Citadel. 

This led to the discovery of his whereabouts, and to 
some knowledge of his movements. On leaving Gordon^s 
quarters he had crossed the courtyard of the fortress 
to the mosque of Mohammed Ali. It was then dark, 
and only the Sheikh in charge had seen him when, after 
making his ablutions, he entered by the holy door. 

It "Was certain that he had spent the entire night in 
the mosque. The muezzin, going up to the minaret at 
midnight, had seen a white figure kneeling before the 
kibleh. Afterwards, when traditions began to gather 
about Ishmael’s name, the man declared that he saw 
a celestial light descending upon the White Prophet 
as of an angel hovering over him. There was a new 
moon that night, and perhaps its rays came down from 
the little window that looks towards Mecca. 

The muezzin also said that at sumise, when he went 
up to the minaret again, the Prophet was still there, 
and that an infinite radiance was then around him as 
of a multitude of angels in red and blue and gold. 
There are many stained glass windows in the mosque 
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of MohaiiiEied Ali, and perhaps the rising sun was 
shilling through them. 

Certainly Ishmael was kneeling before the Hbleh at 
eleven o’clock in the morning when the people began 
to gather for prayers. It was Friday, and the last of 
the days kept in honour of the birthday of the Prophet, 
therefore there w'as a great congregation. 

The Khedive was present. He had come early, vdth 
his customary bodyguard, and had taken his usual 
place in the front row close under the pulpit. The 
carpeted floor of the mosque was densely crowded. 
Rows and rows of men, wearing tarbooshes and turbans 
and sitting on their haunches, extended to the great 
door. The galery was full of women, most of them 
veiled, but some of them with uncovered faces. 

The sun, which ivas hot, shone through the jewelled 
windows and oast a glory Hke that of rubies and 
sapphires on the alabaster pillars and glistening marble 
walls. Three muezzins chanted the call to prayers, 
two from the minarets facing towards the city, the 
other from the minaret overlooking the inner square 
of the Citadel where a British sentinel in khaki paced 
to and fro. 

While the congregation assembled, one of the Readers 
of the mosque, seated in a reading-desk in the middle, 
read prayers from the Koran in a slow, sonorous voioe, 
and was answered by rather drowsy cries of “ Allah ! 
Allah ! ” But there was a moment of keen expectancy 
and the men on the floor rose to their feet, when the 
voice of the muezzin ceased and the Reader cried — 
God is Most Great ! God is Most Great 1 There is 
no god but God. Mohammed is His Prophet. Listen 
to the preacher.” 
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Tiien it was seen that the white figure that had 
been prostrate before the kibleh had risen, and was 
approaching the pulpit. People tried to kiss Ms hand 
as he passed, and it was noticed that the Khedive put 
Ms lips to the fringe of the Imam’s caftan. 

Taking the wooden sword from the attendant, Islimael 
ascended the pulpit steps. When he had reached the 
top of them he was in the full stream of the sunlight, 
and for the first time his face was clearly seen. 

Sis cheeks were hollow and very pale ; his lips were 
bloodless ; his black eyes w’ere heavy and sunken, and 
Ms whole appearance was that of a man "who had passed 
through a night of sleepless sufiering. Even at sight of 
him, and before he had spoken, the congregation were 
deeply moved. 

“Peace be upon you, 0 children of the Compas- 
sionate,” he began, and the people answered according 
to custom — 

“ On you be peace, too, 0 servant of Allah.” 

Then the people sat, and, sitting himself, Ishmael 
began to preach. 

It was said afterwards that he had never before 
spoken with so much emotion or so deeply moved 
Ms hearers; that he was like one who was speaking 
out of the night-long travail of his soul ; and that Ms 
words, which were often tumultuous and incoherent, 
were not like sentences spoken to listeners, but like 
the secrets of a suffering heart uttering themselves 
aloud. 

Beginning in a low, tired voice, that would barely 
have reached the limits of the mosque but for the 
breathlessness of the people, he said that God had 
brought them^ to a new stage in the progress of 
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humanity. Islam was rising out of the corruption 
of ages. Egypt was having a new birth of freedom. 
C4od had whitened their faces before the world, and 
in His wisdom He had willed it that the oldest of 
the nations should not perish from the earth. 

‘‘Ameen! Ameen!” replied a hundred vehement 
voices, whereupon Ishmael rose from his seat and 
raised his arm. 

It was an hour of glory, but let them not be vain- 
glorious. Let them not think that with their puny 
hands they had won these triumphs. Allah alone 
did all, 

‘‘Beware of boasting,” he cried, ^‘it is the strong 
di'ink of Ignorance. Beware of them that would tell 
you that by any act of yours you have humbled the 
pride or lowered the strength of the great nation 
under whose arm we live. Only God has changed 
its heart. He has given it to see that the true wel- 
fare of a people is moral, not material. And now, 
steadily, calmly, out of the spirit that has always 
inspired its laws, its traditions and its faith, it shows 
us mercy and justice.” 

‘^Ameen! Ameen!” came again, but less vehemently 
than before. 

Then speaking of Gordon without naming him, 
Ishmael reminded his people that some of the great 
nation’s ow sons had helped them. 

^‘One there is who has been our warmest friend,” 
he cried. ‘"‘To him, the pure of heart, the high of 
soul, although he is a soldier and a great one, may 
Peace herself award the crown of life! Christian he 
may be, but may God place His benediction upon 
him to all eternity ! May the God of the East bless 
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Mm! May the God of the West bless bim! May 
Ms name be inscribed with blessings from the Koran 
on the walls of every mosque ! ” 

This reference, plainly understood by all, was re- 
ceived with loud and ringing shouts of Allah! 
AUah!^^ 

Then IshmaeFs sermon took a new direction. For 
thirteen centuries the children of men, forgetting their 
prophets, Mohammed and Jesus and Moses, had been 
given over to idolatry. They had worshipped a god 
of their own fashioning. That god was gold. Its 
temples were great cities given up to material pursuits, 
and under them were the dead souls of millioiis of 
human beings. Its altars were vast armies which 
spilled the rivers of blood which had to be sacrificed 
to its lust. As men had become rich they had be- 
come barbarous, as nations had become great they 
had become pagan. Islam and Christianity alike 
had had to fight against some of the powers of dark- 
ness which called themselves civilisation and progress. 
But a new era had begun, and the human heart was 
raising its face to God. 

^^Once again a voice has gone out from Mecca, 
from Nazareth, from Jerusalem, saying, ‘There is no 
god but God.' Once again a voice has gone out 
from the desert, crying, ‘Thou shalt have no other 
god but Me ! ' " 

At this the people were carried out of themselves 
with excitement, and loud shouts again rang through 
the mosque. 

Then Ishmael spoke of the future. The world had 
been in labour, in the throes of a new birth, but the 
end was not yet. Had he promised them that the 
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Kingdom of Heaven would come when they entered 
Cairo ? Let Mm bend his knee in humility and ask 
pardon of the SlerciM. Had he said the Redeemer 
would appear ? Let him fall on Ms face before God. 
Xot yet I Hot yet 1 

But/’ he cried, leaning out of the pulpit, with a 
look of inspiration in Ms upturned eyes, ‘‘ I see a time 
coming w^'hen the worship of w’ealth will cease, when the 
governments of the nations will realise that man does 
not live by bread alone; when the children of men 
will see that the things of the spirit are the only 
true realities, worth more than much gold and many 
diamonds, and not to be bartered away for the shows 
of life ; when the scourge of war will pass away ; when 
divisions of faith will be no more known; when aE 
men, whether black or w^Mte, will be brothers, and in 
the larger destiny of the human race the world will 
be One. 

“That time is near, O brothers,” cried Ishmael, 
“and many who are with us to-day will live to 
witness it.” 

“You, Master, you!” cried a voice from below, 
whereupon Ishmael paused for a perceptible moment, 
and then said, in a sadder voice — 

“Xo ; with the eyes of the body I shaE not see that 
time.” 

Loud shouts of affectionate protest came from the 
people. 

'' God forbid it ! ” they cried. 

“God has forbidden it,” said Ishmael. “I pass out 
of your lives from tMs day forward. Our paths part. 
You will see me no more.” 

Again came loud shouts of protest — ^not unusual in a 
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mosque — with voices calling on Ishmael to remain and 
lead the people. 

“My work here is done,” he answered. “The little 
that God gave me to do is finished. And now He calls 

me away.’’ 

No, no ! ” cried the people. 

‘^Yes, yes,’' replied Ishmael; and then in simple, 
touching words he told them the story of the Prophet 
Moses— -how, by reason of his sin, he was forbidden to 
enter the Promised Land. 

“Many of us have our promised land which we may 
never enter/' he said. “This is mine, and here I may 
not stay.” 

The protests of the people ceased; they listened 
without breathing. 

“ Yet Moses was taken up into a high mountain, and 
from there he saw what lay before his people ; and from 
a high mountain of my soul I see the Promised Land 
which lies before you. But to me a voice has come 
which says, ‘ Enter thou not ! ' " 

The people were now deeply moved. 

“ We are all sinners," Ishmael continued. 

“Not thou, 0 Master,” cried several voices at once, 

“Yes, I more than any other, for I have sinned 
against you and against the Merciful," 

Then, raising his arms as if in blessing, he cried — 

“0 slaves of God, be brothers one to another! If 
you think of me when I am gone, think of me as of one 
who saw the coming of the Kingdom of Heaven on 
earth as plainly as his eyes behold you now. If I leave 
you I leave this hope, this comforter, behind me. 
Think that Azrael, the angel of death, has spread his 
wings over the desert track that hides me from your 
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ejes. And pray for me — ^pray for me with the siimer^s 
prayer, the sinner^s cry/’ 

Then, in deep, tremnlous tones which seemed to be 
the inner voice of the whole of Ms being, he cried — 

0 Thou who knowest every heart and hearest every 
cij, look dovm and hearken to me now ! One sole plea 
I make — my need of Thee ! One only hope I have — to 
stand at Thy mercy-gate and knock ! Penitent, I kneel 
at Thy feet! Suppliant, I stretch forth my hands! 
Save me, 0 God, from every ill ! ” 

The words of the prayer were familiar to everybody 
in the mosque, but so deep was their effect as Ishmael 
repeated them in his trembling, throbbing voice, that 
it seemed as if nobody present had ever heard them 
before. 

The emotion of the people was now very great. 
‘"Allah! Allah! Adah!” they cried, and they pros- 
trated themselves vith their faces to the floor. 

Wlien the cold, slow, sonorous voice of the Reader 
began again, and the vast congregation raised their 
heads, the pulpit was empty and Ishmael was gone. 


CHAPTER XX 

Mbaisttimb the GeneraFs house on the edge of the* 
ramparts was being made ready for its new tenant. 
Patimah, Ibrahim and Mosie, with a small army of 
Arab servants, had been there since early morning, 
washing, dusting, and altering the position of furniture. 

Towards noon the Princess had arrived in her car- 
riage, which, with her customary retinue of gorgeously 
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apparelled black attendants, was now standing by tbe 
garden gate. Helena had come with her, but for the 
first time in her life she was utterly weak and helpless. 
Just as a nervous collapse may follow upon nervous 
strain so a collapse of character may come after pro- 
longed exercise of will. Something of this kind was 
happening to Helena, who stood by the window in the 
Oeneral’s office, looking down at the city and running 
her fingers along the hem of her handkerchief, while the 
Princess, bustling about, laughed at her and rallied her. 

“ Goodness me, girl, you used to have some blood 
in your veins, but now—Mon Dieu! To think of you 
who went down there, and did that, and used to^ drive 
a motor-car through the traffic as calmly as if it had 
been a go-cart, trembling and jerking as if you had got 
the jumps ! ” 

Meantime the Princess herself, fuU of energy, was 
ordering the servants about, and, by a hundred little 
changes, was giving to the General’s office a look that 
almost obliterated its former appearance. 

“ We’ll have the desk here and the sofa there . . . 
what do you say to the sofa there, my sweet ? 

“Hadn’t you better ask Gordon himself, Prmcess 1 

asked Helena. -m 

“ But the man isn’t here, and how can 1. . . . niever 

mind, leave them where they are, Ibrahim. 

for the pictures— nothing makes a room look so fresh 

as a lot of pictures.” - 

Ibrahim had brought up from the Agency a number 
of pictures which had belonged to Gordons mother, 
and the Princess, using her lorgnette, proceeded to 

examine them. i t i t 

“ What’s this ? ‘ Charles George Gordon. 1 know . 
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The Pasha, Pat him over the Generals desk. 

*• Ecce Homo.’ Humph ! A man couldn’t wish to have 
a thing like this in his office, and a natural woman can’t 
want it over her bed. Mosie ! Take ' Ecce Homo ’ to 
a nice dark corner of the servants’ hall.” 

At that moment Eatimah came from the kitchen, 
which had been shut up since the day after Helena’s 
departure for the Soudan, to say that half the cooldng- 
tins had disappeared. 

“Just what I expected I Stolen by those rascally 
Egyptian cooks, no doubt. Rascally Egyptians I That’s 
what I call them. Excuse the word, my dear. I speak 
my mind. They’d steal the kohl from your eyes — if 
you had any. And these are the people who are to 
govern the country ! But I say nothing-- not I, indeed ! 
The virtue of a woman is in holding her tongue. . . . 
Eatimah, now that you are here, you might make 
yourself useful. Dust that big picture of the naked 
babies. WTiat’s it called ? ‘ Sufier little children,’ 

Goodness! He looks as if he were giving away 
clothes. Helena, my moon, my beauty, you really 
must tell me where to put this one.” 

“ But hadn’t you better ask Gordon himself, Prin- 
cess ? It’s to be his house, you know,” repeated 
Helena, whereupon the Princess, wheeling round on 
her, said — 

“ Gracious me, what’s come over you, girl ? Here 
you are to be mistress of the whole place within a 
month, I suppose, and yet ” 

“ Hush, Princess ! ” 

There were footsteps in the hall, and at the next 
moment, Gordon, in his frock-coat uniform, look- 
ing flushed and excited, and accompanied by Hafiz, 
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whose chubby face was wreathed in smiles, had entered 
the room. 

After he had shaken hands with the Princess, the 
servants rushed upon Mm — ^Mosie, who had come beMnd, 
kissing Ms sword, Ibrahim Ms hand, and latimah 
struggling with an impulse to throw her arms about 
his neck. 

‘‘ So you’ve come at last, have you ? ” said the 
Princess. Time enough, too, for here’s Helena of no 
use to anybody. Your father has gone back to England, 
hasn’t he ? He might have come up to see me, I think. 
Ho 'wrote a little letter to say good-bye, though. It 
was just like Mm. I could hear Mm speaking. ‘My 
goodness,’ I said, ‘ that’s Nuneham 1 ’ Weil, we shall 
never see Ms equal again. No, never ! He might have 
left Egypt with twenty millions in Ms pocket, and he 
has gone with nothing but Ms wages. I suppose they’re 
slandering Mm all the same. Ingrates ! But no 
matter ! The dogs bark, but the camel goes along. 
And now that I’ve time, let me take a look at you. 
IVhat a colour I But what are you trembling about ? 
Goodness me, has everybody got the jumps ? ” 

Helena was the only one in the room who had not 
come forward to greet Gordon, and seeing his sideloug 
look in her direction, the Princess began to lay plans 
for leaving them together. 

“ Ibrahim,” she cried, “ hang up these naked babies 
in the bathroom — ^the only place for them, it seems to 
me. Eatimah, go back and look if the cooking-tins are 
not in the kitchen cupboard.” 

“ They’re not — ^I’ve looked already,” said Patimah. 

“ Then go and look again. Mosie, you want to in- 
spect my horses — I can see you do,” 
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;N*o, lady, I have i’spected them.” 

Then inspect them a second time. Off you go ! . . . 
where’s my lorgnette ? Oh, dear me. I fancy I must 
have left it in the boudoir.” 

** Let me go for it, Princess,” said Helena. 

Certainly not ! Why should you ? Do you think 
I’m a cripple that I can’t go myself ? Hafiz Effendi, 
where are your manners that you don’t open this door 
for me ? That’s better. Now, the inner one.” 

At the next moment Gordon and Helena were left 
together. Helena was still standing by the window 
looking down at the city which seemed to lie dazed 
under the midday sun. Gordon stepped up and stood 
by her side. It was hard to realise that they were 
there again. But in spite of their happiness there was 
a little cloud over both. They knew what caused it. 

While they stood together in silence they could hear 
the low reverberation of the voices of the people who 
were praying within the mosque. 

“ They are chanting the first Surah,” said Gordon. 

‘‘ Yes, the first Surah,” said Helena. 

Their hands found each other as they stood side by 
side. 

“ I saw Ishmael last night. He came to my quarters,” 
said Gordon in a low tone. 

“ Well ? ” asked Helena faintly. 

It was most extraordinary. He came to tell me 

that ... to compel me to 

Hush ! ” 

There was a soft footstep behind them. It was the 
step of some one walking in Oriental slippers. With- 
out turning round they knew who it was. 

It was Ishmael. Notwithstanding his dusky com- 
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plosion, Hs face was very pale— almost as wMte as Ms 
turban. His eyes looked weary, their light was almost 
extinct. Perhaps his sermon had exhausted Mm. It 
was almost as if there was no life left in him except 
the life of the soul. But he smiled— it was the smile of 
a spectre — as he stepped forward and held out Ms hand. 

Gordon’s heart shuddered for pity. Are you well ? ” 
he asked. 

Oh yes.” 

But you look tired.” 

‘‘ It’s nothing,” said Ishmael ; and then, vdth a touch- 
ing simplicity, he added, I have been troubled in my 
heart, but now I am at peace and all is well.” 

Tliey sat, Ishmael on the sofa, Helena on a chair at 
Ms right, Gordon on a chair at his left, the window 
open before them, the city slumbering below. 

Ishmael’s face, though full of lines of pain, continued 
to smile, and his voice, though hoarse and faint, w’as 
cheerful. He had come to tell them that he w^as going 
away. 

“ Going away ? ” said Gordon. 

Yes, my work here is done, and when a man’s work 
is done he stands outside of life. So I am going back,” 

Back ? You mean back to Khartoum ? ” asked 
Helena timidly. 

Perhaps there, too. But back to the desert. I am 
a son of the desert. Therefore what other place can 
be so good for me ? ” 

‘‘ Are you going alone ? ” 

Yes ! Or rather, no ! When a man has lived, has 
laboured, he has always one thing — ^memory. And he 
who has memory can never be quite alone.” 

“ Stil you win be very lone 
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Mimael turned to her -with an almost imperceptible 
smile* 

Perhaps, yes, at first, a little lonely, and all the 
more so for the sweet glimpse I have had of human 
company.” 

''' But this is not what you intended to , . . what 
you hoped to ” 

“ Xo ! It’s true I nourished other dreams for a 
while — dreams of living a human life after my work 
was done. It %vould have been very sweet, very beau- 
tiful. And now to go away, to give it up, never more 
to have part and lot in . . . never again to see those 
who . . , Yes, it’s hard, a little hard.” 

Helena turned her head aside and looked out at the 
window. 

** But that is ah over now,” said Islimael. “ Love is 
the crown of life, but it is not for all of us. Your great 
Master knew that as He knew everything. Some men 
have to be eunuchs for the Kingdom of Heaven’s sake. 
How true ! How right ! ” 

His pallid face struggled to smile as he said tMs. 

And then, what does our Prophet say ( to him be 
prayer and peace) ? ‘ The man who loves and never 
attains to the joy of his love, hut renounces it for 
another who has more right to it, is as one who dies 
a martyr.’ ” 

Still looking out at the windov/, Helena tried to say 
she would always remember him, and hoped he would 
be very happy. 

Thank you ! That also wih be a sweet memory,” 
he said. But happy moments are rare in the lives of 
those who are called to a work for humanity.” 

Then, coming gently to closer quarters, he told them 
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he was there to say good-bye to them. '' I had intended 
to write to you ” he said, turning again to Helena, 
but it is better so.’’ 

Then, facing towards Gordon, he said— 

I niust confess that I have not always loved you* 
But I have been in the wrong, and I ask your pardon. 
It is God who governs the heart. And what does your 
divine Master say about that, too ? ‘ Whom God hath 
joined together let not man put asunder.’ That is the 
true word about love and marriage— the first, and the 
last, and the only one.” 

Then he rose, and both Helena and Gordon rose with 
him. One moment he stood between them vdthout 
speaking, and then, stooping over Helena’s hand and 
kissing it, he said, in a scarcely audible whisper — 

“ I divorce thee ! I divorce thee ! I divorce thee ! ” 
It was the Mohammedan form of divorcement, and 
all that was necessary to set Helena free. "When he 
raised his head his face was still smiling — a pitiful, 
heart-breaking smile. 

Then, stiU holding Helena’s hand, he reached out for 
Gordon’s also, and said — 

I give her back to thee, my brother. And do not 
think I give what I would not keep. Perhaps — ^who 
knows ? — ^perhaps I loved her too.” 

Helena was deeply affected. Gordon found it impos- 
sihle to look into Ishmael’s face. They felt his wearied 
eyes resting upon them ; they felt their hands being 
brought together ; they felt Ishmael’s hand rating for a 
moment on their hands ; and then they heard him say — 
“ Maa-es-salamah ! Be happy ! Keep together as 
long as you can. And never forget we shall meet again 
some day.” 
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Then, in a voice so low that they could scarcely hear 

it, lie said — 

Peace be with you both ! Peace ! ’’ — and passed 
out of the room. 

They stood where he had left them in the iiiiddle of 
the room, with faces to the ground and their hands 
quivering in each other’s clasp until the sound of Ms 
footsteps had died away. Then Gordon said — 

Shall, we go into the garden, Helena ? ” 

Yes,’' she replied in a wMsper. 

They went out hand in hand, and walked to the 
arbour on the edge of the ramparts. There, on that 
loved spot, the past roiled back on them like billows 
of the soul. The bushes seemed to have grown, the 
bougainvillea was more purple than before, the air 
was full of the scent of blossom, and everytliing was 
turning to love and to song. 

They did not speak, but they put their arms about 
each other, and looked down on the wide panorama 
below — the city, the Nile, the desert, the Pyramids, and 
that old, old Sphinx whose scarred face had witnessed 
so many incidents in the story of humanity, and was 
now witnessing the last incident of one story more. 

How long they stood there in their great happiness 
they never knew, but they were called back to them* 
selves by a shrill, clear voice that came from a minaret- 
behind them — 

God is Most Great ! Grod is Most Great ! ” 

Then, turning in the direction of the voice, they saw 
a white figure on a white camel ascending the yellow 
road that leads up to the fort on the top of the 
Mokattam Mils and onw’ard to the desert. 

Look,” said Gordon. Is it ? ” 
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Without speaking, Helena bent her head in assent. 

With hands still clasped and quivering, they watched 
the white figure as it passed away. It stopped at the 
crest of the hill, and looked back for a moment ; then 
turned again and went on. At the next moment it 
was gone. 

And then once more came the voice from the minaret, 
like the voice of an angel winging its way through the 
air — 





God is Most Grext ! God is Most Great ! 






EPILOGUE 


Lord Nunbham lived ten years longer, but never, after 
the first profound sensation caused by Ms retirement, 
was he heard of again. The House of Lords did not 
see him ; he was never found on any public platform, 
and no publisher could prevail upon Mm to VTite the 
story of his life. 

He bought a majestic but rather melancholy place in 
Berkshire, one of the great Mstoric seats of an extin- 
guished noble family, and there, under the high elms 
and amid the green and cloudy landscape of his ovti 
country, he lived out his last years in unbroken 
obscurity. 

It has been well said that deep tragedy is the school 
of great men, but there was one ray of sunshine to 
brighten Lord Nuneham’s solitude. On a table, by Ms 
bedside, in a room darkened by rustling leaves, stood 
two photographs in silver frames. They were of two 
boys, one dark like Ms mother, the other fair like Ms 
father, both bright and strong and clear-eyed. Down 
to the end the old man never w^ent to bed without 
taking up these pictures and looking at them, and as 
often as he did so, a faint smile would pass over Ms 
seamed and weary face. 

After a while the world forgot that he was alive, and 
when he died the public seemed to be taken by surprise. 

I thought he died ten years auo,” said somebody* 
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Gordon held liis post as General in command of the 
British army in Egypt for four successive terms, his 
appointment being renewed, first by the wish of the 
Vvar Office, and afterwards at the request of the 
Egyptian Government, The civil occupation having 
become less active since his father’s time (the new 
Consul-General being a pale shadow of his predecessor), 
the military occupation became more important, and 
except for his subjection to headquarters, Gordon 
appeared to stand in the position of a military autocrat. 
But in the difficult and delicate task of maintaining 
order in a foreign country without exasperating the 
feelings of the native people, he showed great tact 
and sympathy. While allowing the utmost liberty to 
thought, whether political or religious, he never for a 
moment permitted it to be believed that the Govern- 
ment could be defied with impunity in matters affecting 
peace, order, life, and property. 

Eor this the best elements honoured him, and when 
the poor and illiterate, who w’ere sometimes the victims 
of extremists whose only aim was to throw flaming 
torches into pits of inflammable gas, saw that he was 
Just as ready to put down lawiessness among Europeans 
as among Egyptians, they loved as well as trusted him. 
His life in Egypt lessened the gulf wffiich Easterns always 
find between Christians and Christianity, and whenever 
he had to return to England, the streets of Cairo would 
be red with the tarbooshes of the people who ran to 
the railw^ay-station to see him off. “ Maa-es-salamah, 
brother ! ” they wmuld say, with the simplicity of chil- 
dren, and then, Don’t forget we will be waiting for 
you to come back.” 

Gordon’s love for the Egyptians never failed Mm, 
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and lie was entirely happy in his home, where Helena 
developed the summer bloom of beautiful womanhood, 
and where the light, merry sound of the voices of her 
two young boys was always ringing like music through 
the house. 

It must be confessed that for a while Egypt had 
a hard and almost tragic time. After the Consul- 
General’s departure she went through a period of storm 
and stress. There were both errors and crimes. There 
were the inevitable results of progressive stages of 
self-rule ; and even anarchy, the travail of a nation’s 
birth, was not altogether unknown. During the earler 
years there were some to regret the absence of the 
mailed fist of Lord Nuneham, and to question the 
benefit of quasi-Western institutions in an Eastern 
country. But the atmosphere cleared at last, the 
sinister anticipations were falsified, a bold and mag- 
nanimous poHcy brought peace, and the destinies of 
Egypt were firmly united to those of the country that 
had given her a new lease of life and liberty. 

England never regretted what she had done on that 
day, when, true to her high traditions, she decided 
that a great nation had no longer any right to govern, 
with absolute and undivided authority, another race 
living under another sky. And her reward seems likely 
to come in a way that might have been least expected. 
As “ God chooseth His fleshly instruments and with 
imperfect hearts doeth His perfect work,” He seems to 
have put it into the hearts of the Arab people to sink 
their tribal difierences and to act at the prompting of 
the gigantic mjrth with which the Grand Cadi deceived 
the Consul-General. 

Indeed, those who gaze into the future as into a 
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crystal say that the time is near when the long drama 
of dissension that has been played between Arabs and 
Turks mil end in the establishment of a vast Arabic 
Empire, extending from the Tigris and the Euphrates 
Valley to the Mediterranean, and from the Indian 
Ocean to Jerusalem, with Cairo as its capital, the 
Khedive as its Caliph, and England as its lord and 
protector. No one can foreshadow the future, but this 
was Napoleon’s greatest dream, and the nation that 
can reahse it will hold the peace of the world in the 
palm of its almighty hand. 

And Ishmael ? 

After he left Cairo he was never seen again by any 
one who could positively identify him. Some say he 
returned to the home of his childhood on the Libyan 
desert, and that he died there; others that he went 
back to Khartoum and thence to the heart of the 
Sahara, and that he is still alive. However this may he, 
it is certain that Ms disappearance has had the effect 
of death, that it has deepened the impression of his life, 
and that a huge shadow of Mm remains on those among 
whom he lived and laboured. 

It was said on the day of Ms departure that Black 
Zogal, who followed Mm to the last with the fidelity of 
a human dog, kept close at his heels until he came to 
the top of the Mokattam HiUs, where the Master sent 
him hack after strictly charging Mm to tell no one 
wMch way he was going. Since then, however, Zogal 
has given it out (with every appearance of believing 
Ms own story) that be saw Ishmael ascend to heaven 
irom the Gebel Mokattam in a blinding whirlwind of 
•celestial light, a flight of angels carr3dng Mm away. 

A Saint’s House has been built for Black Zogal on 
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fhp snot on. whicli lie says he saw the ascent ; the hah- 
!Lv Soudanese inhabits it, and its outer walls are 
imL covered with the smaU flags which devotees 
have brought and fixed to them in their childlike efiort 

Nothing could exceed the boundless aSeetion wiuch 
is still felt for Ishmael by those who came into imme Jate 
contact with him. He seems to have inspired them 
with a love which survives absence and couU even 
conquer death. Everybody who ever spoke to to has 
a story to teU of his wisdom, his power and ins tender- 
ness ^The number of his “miracles has increased 
tenfold, and though not described as sinless, he is always 

talked of as if he were divine. , , , , . i 

k Molded (his birthday, a ^^niectural date)^is cde- 
brated by ceremonies which almost outrival the Isights 
of the Prophet.” About the Saint’s House on the 
Mokattam Hills a huge encampment of tents is mto 
aiid there under the blaze of thousands of dazzhng 
Mte the' Derviehes hold tit* Zita tad soenM ol 

excitement due to exhibitions of hypnotic 

molliei, tat Neatly L 

Lord of Man, > Mecca to pay reverence 

a™, gr«tt Shedta tai told torn 

to him, having seen a star m tbe sxy 

where he was to be bom. Ishmael’s 

In the course of years a great body of isnma 
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“ Sayings liave been gathered up. Some of them are 
autlieritlCj but most of them are out of the wisdom of 
the ages, and not a few^ are directly borrowed from the 
Ciiristian gospels wiiich the Moslems, as a whole, do 
not know. Whatever their sources, they are deeply 
treasured. Women chant them to the children at their 
knees, and men lisp them with their last breath and 
llieii die with brave faces. 

Besides the impression ho has produced upon the 
people, w’Mch is strong and likely to be enduring, 
Ishmael seems to have an almost unaccountable fascina- 
tion for Arabic scholars and theologians. A number 
of the professors at El Azhar are already deep in meta- 
physical disputations about the inner significance of 
the w’ords attributed to him, and it is whispered that 
the venerable Chancellor {now nearly a hundred years 
of age) is compiling a book, half biography and half 
commentary, that is full of mystical meanings. 

More extraordinary still, it seems probable that a 
large and gorgeous mosque will be built in IshmaeFs 
honour, and that he who loved best to worship in that 
temple of the open desert whereof the dome is the sky, 
he who cared so little about dogmatic theology that he 
never even -wrote a line, may, by the wild irony of fate, 
become the founder of a sect in Islam which will teach 
everything he fought against and practise everything 
he condemned. 

Chief among the subjects of disputation is IshmaeFs 
expectation of a Kingdom of Heaven upon earth, though 
the Ulema, less concerned with the spirit than with the 
letter of the prophet’s hope, are divided as to the source 
of it. Some say it is plainly indicated in the Koran 
and the traditions; others, more widely read, say 
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it is borrowed from the Hebrew Bible, wMle a few 
refer it to a vagne and misty antiquity. 

Hardly less interesting to the theologians is the 
question of Isbrnael’s identity. Ifeaiiy all agree that 
there was an element of the supernatural about him, 
so hard is it to attribute to men of ordinary human 
passions the great movements that affect the world. 
But while there are those who believe him to have been 
the Mahdi, sent expressly to earth to destroy Anti- 
Christ, that is to say, the Consul-General, an influential 
group hold to the opinion that he was, and is, Seyidna 
Isa — our Lord Jesus. 

About this latter view there gathers a strange and 
not unimpressive theory — ^that Jesus (who, according 
to the Islamic faith, did not die on the cross) reappears 
at intervals among different races — ^now among the 
Jews, now among the Indians, now among the Arabs — 
and that He will continue to make these manifestations 
until the world is ready for the greatest happiness ob- 
tainable by man — ^the establishment of the Kingdom 
of God. 

But not all the disputations of the wise heads of 
El Azhar can rob the humble of the object of their 
veneration. Ishmael came from the people, and with 
the people he will always remain. His blameless He, 
his touoliing history, his deep humanity, his simple 
teaching, and above all his lofty hopes, have made him 
Sultan of a vast empire of souls — ^the empire of the 
poor, the oppressed, the down-trodden, and the broken- 
hearted. From the central heart of the East his spirit 
came as a ray of sunlight, inspiring men in the dark 
places to live nobly, to die bravely, and to keep up 
their courage to the last. 
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And what of IshmaeVs influence in the West? 

Nothing ! European historians have written since his 
time without saying a word about him. One of them^ 
who devotes long chapters to accounts of the homhardmeni 
of Alexandria, the hattle of Tel-ehKehir, the craven flight 
of Arabi and his theatrical scene with the Khedive in 
Ahdeen Square, and yet other chapters to the building oj 
the Assouan dam and the construction of the Oape-tO' 
Cairo railway, dismisses IshmaeVs pilgrimage from 
Khartoum in five lines of a section dealing with ^^Mahdism 
and Sedition in the SoudanN 

And indeed, so hard do we flnd it, in spite of our 
civilisation and Christianity, to believe that the things 
of the spirit may be more hdpful in sustaining our steps 
and shaping our destinies than any forces we can weigh, 
measure, and calculate, that it is difficult to think of any 
real welcome in the cities of the West for one whose only 
teaching was that great wealth is an inheritance taken 
by force from tJm Almighty ; that property beyond the proper 
needs of civilised ?\maii life is pillage ; and that God 
so loves the world that He will come in person to govern 
it and to sahe^ mankind from its suffering and the conse- 
quences of its sins. 

Certainly the mere thought of any one holding these 
opinions, least of all an Arab, the son of a boat-builder, 
born on the Libyan desert, brought up in the depths of the 
Soudan, educated in the stagnant schools of El Azhar, 
wearing sandals and a turban, and probably eating with 
Ms fingers — the mere thought of such a one, in the present 
year of grace, forcing his way into the Cathedrals and 
Parliament Homes of Westminster, Washington, Rome, 
Berlin, and Paris, where Archbishops officiate in 
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firoidered copes and Ministers prepare budgets towards 
i re-paganisation of the world, would at least provoke 
mih* 

Nevertheless there are some who think that the world 
f not ruled by its great men but by its great ideas ; that 
m ideas are few and very old ; that when humanity 
ids to renew itself it has only to go bach to them ; and 
ut it is not so often in the sick hurry*' of civilised com- 
mnities as out of the calm solitude of the desert that 
le hear the sublime hut simple notes of the WorWs One 
^oice. 
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